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CHAPTER  I 

THX  END  OF  THE  TETHER 

Duridn  folded  the  printed  pages  of  the  news- 
ptper  with  no  outward  sign  of  excitement.  Then 
he  took  out  his  money,  quietly,  and  counted  it,  with 
meditative  and  pursed-up  lips.  * 

His  eyes  fdl  on  a  paltry  handfd  of  rfhwr,  wlUi 
the  dxSkd  gcAA  of  om  wcm  napoleon  showing  frcm 
its  midst.  He  remembered,  suddenly,  that  it  was 
the  third  time  he  had  counted  that  ever-lightening 
handful  since  partaking  of  his  frugal  coffee  and 
rolls  that  morning.  So  he  dropped  the  coim  hack 
into  his  pocket,  dofefolly,  one  by  one,  and  took  the 
deep  bna!&  of  a  man  idwoliag  kimMlf  to  lace  Ae 
unfaceable. 

Then  he  looked  about  the  room,  aknost  vacu- 
ously, as  though  the  old-fashioned  wooden  bed 
and  the  faded  curtains  and  Hat  hbaak  walls  might 
hold  some  oracular  answer  to  the  riddle  that  lay 
before  him.  Then  he  went  to  the  open  window, 
and  looked  out,  almost  as  vacuously,  over  the  un- 
broken blue  distance  of  the  Mediterranean,  tremb- 
t  z 
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Ifaig  into  soft  ribbons  of  silver  where  the  wind 
rippled  its  surface,  yellowing  into  a  fluid  gold  to- 
wards the  path  of  the  lowering  sun,  deepening, 
again,  into  a  brooding  turquoise  akmg  the  flat 
rfan  <rf  tiie  ica  to  eoiitk.ward  where  the  twin 
traiMiiiiUties  of  iky  and  water  met. 

It  was  the  same  unaltering  Mediterranean,  the 
same  expanse  of  eternal  sapphire  that  he  had 
watched  from  the  same  Riviera  window,  day  in  and 
day  out,  with  the  same  V9gait  but  nncea^i^  tentv 
of  8ie  same  forlorn  sense  of  helplessness  be- 

fore currents  of  destiny  that  week  by  week  seemed 
to  grow  too  strong  for  him.  He  turned  away 
from  the  soft,  exotic  loveliness  of  the  sea  and  sky 
before  him,  with  a  little  gesture  of  hnpattae. 
The  movement  was  Strang^  like  that  of  a  fever- 
iOk  bmM  tofning  fxpm  the  a^  of  an  opened 
shutter. 

Durkin  took  up  the  newspaper  once  more,  and 
unfolded  it  with  listlessly  febrile  fingers.  It  waa 
^  Parb  «Btk»  of  «  The  Herald,"  four  days  old. 
Still  again,  and  quite  mechanically  now,  he  read 
the  familiar  advertisement.  It  was  the  same  mes- 
sage, word  for  word,  that  had  first  caught  his  eye 
as  he  had  sipped  his  coffee  in  the  little  palm-grown 
garden  of  the  Hotd  Bristol,  in  Gibraltar,  nearty 
tiiree  weeks  before.  "  Presence  of  James  L.  Dur- 
kin, electrical  expert,  essential  at  office  of  Stephens 
ft  Streeter,  patent  solicttors,  etc.  Empire  BuUd- 
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inf ,  New  York  City,  before  contracts  can  be  cul- 

nillHIHW*  WIIJOH. 

Oldjr,  at  the  first  rcadiof  of  tfnse  pregnant 
wwds,  all  the  even  and  hopeless  monotony,  all  the 
dull  and  barren  plane  of  life  had  suddenly  erupted 
into  one  towering  and  consuming  passion  for  ac- 
tivity, for  return  to  his  old  rnxM  with  Hs  gcn^ 
anssthesift  off  tvgr-wideniasf  obiis  tad  ofc^wv 
ating  and  absolving  years  of  honest  labmr. 

He  would  never  forget  that  moment,  no  matter 
into  what  ways  or  moods  life  might  lead  him.  The 
rhythmic  pound  and  beat  of  a  company  of  British 
infantry,  swarthy  and  strange-looking  in  tii^ 
neutral-tiiitsd  khidd»  marched  briskly  by  on  the 
hard  stone  road,  momentarily  filling  the  garden 
quietnesses  with  a  tumult  of  noise.  A  bugle  had 
.sounded  from  one  of  the  fortified  galleries  high 
above  l^n,  had  somded  (^Mity  out  wraw  tiit  hoA' 
died  little  town  at  the  loot  of  the  Rock,  challcng- 
it^,  uncompromising,  thrillingly  penetrating,  as  the 
paper  had  fluttered  and  shaken  in  his  fingers.  He 
had  accepted  it,  in  that  first  moment  of  unreasoning 
emotumalism,  as  an  auspicious  omen,  as  the  call  ol 
Bm  €mm  Digner  iiie  acroH  lae  a^iuu^g  ni^anB  w 
the  past  He  had  forgotten,  for  the  thne  b^^ 
just  where  and  what  he  was. 

But  that  grim  truth  had  been  forced  on  him,  bit- 
terly, bafflingly,  after  he  had  climbed  the  narrow^ 
Greets  of  that  town  ndiich  always  seemed  to  him 
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ft  patdmork  of  ai^ioiialhies,  a  polyglot  nmrie  of 
ootlaiKUili  toognet,  cy»btd  up  through  aliai-loolc- 

ing  lanes  and  courts,  past  MooHsh  bazaars  and 
Turkish  lace-stores  and  English  tobacco-shops,  in 
final  and  frenzied  search  of  the  American  Consul.  • 
He  had  found  the  Cbntulate,  at  last,  on  what 
•MtBtd  ft  back  itfcct   f  tfit  Sptaiib  quftrtcr,  ft 
gloomy  and  slMiltby  room  or  two»  with  the  faded 
American  flags  over  the  doorway  clutched  in  the 
carven  claws  of  a  still  more  faded  eagle.    And  lie 
had  waited  for  two  patient  hours,  enduring  the 
mispickMU  acowls  of  a  lean  and  hawk-like  Spanish 
hcKiadceeper,  to  discover,  at  the  end,  that  the  Amer- 
ican Consul  had  been  riding  at  hounds,  with  the 
garrison  Hunt  Club.    And  when  the  Consul,  hav- 
ing duly  chased  a  stunted  little  Spanish  fox  all  the 
way  from  Legnia  to  Algeciras,  returned  to  hit  offi- 
cial quarts  in  Eng&Ai  riding-lmedMS  and  ir- 
radiating  good  spirits,  Durkin  had  seen  his  new- 
blown  hopes  wither  in  the  blossom.   The  Consul 
greatly  regretted  that  his  visitor  had  been  kept 
waiting,  but  infinitely  greater  was  his  regret  that 
an  oifkisA  pouticm  like  Ms  own  gave  him  stKh 
limited  <^yortuntty  for  forwarding  impatient  elec- 
trical inventors  to  their  native  shores.    No  doubt 
the  case  was  imminent ;  he  was  glad  his  visitor  felt 
so  confident  about  the  outcome  of  his  invention;  he 
kad  known  ft  man  at  hoim  who  went  in  for  tiiai 
text  ot  tning— nad  tmta  up  tat  afj^am  text  am  own 
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country  house  on  the  Sound;  but  he  hunaelf  had 

camera,  that  could  telegraph  a  pk'^tirt  att  tiM  mqr 
from  Gibraltar  to  New  York,  for  instance,  was  even 
a  possibility!  .  .  .  The  Department,  by  the 
way,  was  going  to  have  a  cruiser  drop  in  at  Moga- 
dor,  to  look  kto  die  looting  of  the  Mcthodift  Mis- 
Honaijr  nora  at  rn^fm.  imrt  wu  •  icinow 
chance  that  this  cruiser  might  call  at  the  Rock,  oo 
the  homeward  journey.  But  it  was  problematio*). 
.  .  .  And  that  had  been  the  end  of  it 
ignominious  end.  And  still  again  the  despc  >ag 
Dwkte  wu  b^!^  confroirttd  and  diafleimed  «jid 
mocked  by  this  call  to  him  from  half  way  round  tlie 
world.  It  maddened  and  sickened  him,  the  very 
thought  of  his  helplessness,  so  iEschylean  in  its 
torturing  complications,  so  ironic  in  its  refinement 
of  cmdty.  It  stung  him  into  a  spirit  of  blind  re- 
volt. It  waa  tmfair,  too  utteriy  mili^,  ha  told 
himself,  as  hr  oaced  the  faded  carpet  of  his  cheap 
hotel-room,  and  the  mild  Riviera  sunlight  crept  in 
through  the  window-square  and  the  serenely  soft 
and  alluring  sea-air  drifted  in  between  the  open 
ditttters. 

It  meant  that  a  new  and  purposeftil  path  had  been 
blazed  through  the  tangled  complexities  of  life  for 
him,  yet  he  could  make  no  move  to  take  advantage 
of  it.  It  meant  that  the  door  of  his  delivery  had 
been  bwvo^  wi<te,  wi^  its  nndcery  d  open  and 
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honest  sunlight,  and  yet  his  feet  were  to  remain 
fettered  in  that  underworld  gloom  he  had  grown  to 
hate.  He  must  still  stay  an  unwilling  prisoner 
in  ^  garden  of  studied  a^dence,  tliis  playgfroand 
ol  invalids  and  gamblers;  he  mmt  s^  dawdle  idly 
about  these  glittering,  stagnating  squares,  fringing 
a  crowd  of  meaningless  foreigners,  skulking  half- 
fed  and  poorly  housed  about  this  opulent  show- 
jdace  of  tiie  wxM  Hiat  set  its  appeasing  theatricaU» 
ties      tnotkm  (»dy  at  tlie  ttw^  <rf  re«fy 

Durkin  rememb««d,  at  that  moment,  that  he 
was  woefully  hungry.  He  also  remembered,  more 
gratefully,  that  the  young  Chicagoan,  the  lonely 
and  loquacious  youth  he  had  met  the  day  before  in 
the  eafi  of  tiie  "  Ttrraae,**  had  asked  him  to  take 
^iner  with  him,  to  view  the  splendor  of  "  Giro's  *' 
and  a  keeper  of  the  vestiaire  in  scarlet  breeches  and 
silk  stockings.  Afterwards  they  were  to  go  to 
the  little  bon-bon  play-house  up  by  the  more  pre- 
tentkms  bcm-bcm  Carina  He  was  to  watch  tiie 
antics  Of  ft  DMBO  ftemn  loymg  wun  scsob  taaBac 
fatB,  flippantly,  to  the  sotmd  of  music,  when  his  own 
destiny  swung  trembling  on  the  last  silken  thread 
of  tortured  suspense !  Yet  it  was  better  than  mop- 
ing alone,  he  told  himself.  He  hated  loneliness. 
hoA  tmtSL  th6  last  few  weda  he  Ind  scarcdy  known 
tiK  meaning  of  the  word!  There  had  always  been 
that  other  hand  for  which  to  reach,  that  other  shoul- 
der on  which  to  lean!  And  suddeidy,  at  the  sling 
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of  the  memories  that  surged  over  him^  be  went  to 

the  window  that  opened  on  its  world  of  sea  and 
sunlight,  and  looked  out.  His  hands  clutched  the 
sill,  and  his  unhappy  eyes  were  intent  and  inquir- 
ing, as  they  swept  the  world  before  bun  in  a  slow 
and  com|»dien^ve  gaze. 

"  Wherever  you  wait,  wherewr  you  are,  m  off 
this  wide  world,  Frank,  come  here,  to  me,  now,  now, 
for  I  want  you,  need  you!" 

His  lips  scarcely  murmured  the  vague  invoca- 
tion; it  was  more  an  inarticulate  wish  phrasing  it- 
self somewhere  m  the  badcgiomd  of  hit  doiided 
brain. 

But  as  he  awoke  to  the  tumult  of  his  emotions, 
to  the  intensity  of  his  attitude,  whilst  he  stood  there 
iwojecting  that  imgm  can  out  into  space,  he  turned 
abruptly  away,  with  the  abadiment  of  a  reticent 
man  detected  in  an  act  of  theatricality,  a&i  §mg 
out  of  the  room,  down  into  the  crowded  streets  of 
Monte  Carlo. 


CHAPTER  n 


THX  AZUKE  COAST 

As  Durkin  and  the  young  Chicagoan  once  more 
stepped  out  of  the  brilliantly  lighted  theatre,  'nto 
the  bahny  night  air,  a  sedtKth^  mingling  of  p»- 
ftnnes  and  music  and  murmuring  voices  blew  in 
their  hot  faces,  like  a  cooling  wave.  Durkin  was 
wondering,  a  little  wearily,  jtut  when  he  could  be 
alone  again. 

A  group  of  gay  and  laughing  women,  with  tteir 
i^plmM&^ie  fmde  of  slic  wsi  fl^tnr  of  faicer  floated 
au«!e8^  past 

"  Who  are  theyf  "  asked  the  youth. 

Durkin  half-envied  him  his  illusions  and  his  in- 
genuousness of  outlook;  he  was  treading  a  veri- 
taUe  amphitheatre  of  orderly  disordered  pasdcms 
witii  the  gentle  elective  stare  erf  a  cMtd  looks^r 
for  bright-colored  flowers  on  a  battleground.  Dur- 
kin wondered  if,  after  all,  it  was  not  the  result  of 
his  mere  quest  of  color,  of  his  studying  art  in 
Paris  for  a  year  or  twa 

'*  I  vmndst  who  and  what  iltnty  are?"  imperson- 
ally  reiterated  the  yoisi^;er  man,  as  his  gaze  still 
foncwed  ^  pa!»hqf  group  to  wimre  it  drifts  imd 
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scattered  throiq^  tiie  lamp-rtrewn  garden,  l&e  a 

cluster  of  golden  butterflies. 

"  Those  are  the  slaves  who  sand  the  arena !"  re- 
torted Dttridn,  studying  the  softly  waving  pabns, 
and  leaving  the  crther  a  littte  in  dotdit  as  to  tile 
nwaning  of  his  ^pue. 

The  younger  man  sighed;  he  was  beginning  to 
feel,  doubtless,  from  what  different  standpoints  they 
looked  out  on  life. 

wdl,  yon  cm  say  what  you  like,  hoi.  tids 
is  Hxt  centre  of  the  world,  to  my  way  of  blinking  I " 

"  The  centre  of  —  putrescence !  "  ejaculated  Dur- 
kin.  The  younger  man  began  to  laugh,  with  con- 
ciliatory good-nature,  as  he  glanced  appreciatively 
bade  at  the  sweetmeat  stateliness  of  the  Caano 
hmL  h^  ti»  na#s  msai  crept  tiie 
impression  that  they  were  laerely  pas»i^,  in  gokag 
from  crowded  theatre  to  open  garden  and  street, 
from  one  playhouse  to  another.  It  all  seemed  to 
him,  indeed,  nothing  more  than  a  transition  of 
tiM»trkalitks.  Fcmt  Hat  mtter  play-world  which 
lay  t^oi^  Mg^hso's  three  riiort  n^es  of  nmMt 
stairway  and  villa  and  hillside  garden  appeared  to 
him,  in  his  moc^"  of  settled  dejection,  as  artificial 
and  unnatural  and  unrelated  as  the  life  which  he 
had  imt  seen  jwrtured  across  the  footlights  of  the 
over-pretty  and  meringue-like  little  theatre. 

"  Well,  Monte  Carlo's  good  enous^  for  me,  «B 
right,  all  right!"  persisted  the  young  Chicagoan, 
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at  they  made  their  way  down  the  lamp-hung  Prome- 
nade. And  he  laughed  with  a  sort  of  luxurious 
contentment,  holding  out  his  cigarette-case  as  he 
did  so. 

The  older  man,  catdiinf  a  light  from  tfie  prof- 
fered matdi,  said  nothing  in  reply.  Something  in 
the  oUier's  betrayingly  loyish  laugh  grated  on  his 
nerves,  though  he  paused,  punctiliously,  beside  his 
chance-found  companion,  while  together  they  gazed 
down  at  the  twinkling  lights  of  the  bay,  where  tiie 
soft  and  videt  MediterfancaB  ky  under  a  imd 
violet  sky,  and  the  boatlamps  were  languidly  sway- 
ing dots  of  white  and  red,  and  the  Promontory 
stood  outlined  in  electric  globes,  like  a  woman's 
breast  threaded  with  pearls,  the  young  artH^»tent 
ei^ressed  it,  and  the  perennial,  ever-doying  per- 
famoi  floated  from  square  and  H&^e^  and 
garden. 

There  was  an  eternal  menace  about  it,  Durkin 
concluded.  There  was  something  subversive  and 
undermining  and  unnerving  in  ito  vary  a^nxxq^iere. 
It  gave  him  the  impression  of  hemg  always  uater 
l^ass.  It  made  him  ache  for  the  stii^  and  bite  of 
a  New  England  north-easter.  It  screened  and 
shut  oflf  the  actualities  and  perpetuities  of  life  as 
completely  as  the  drop  and  wings  of  a  playhouse 
might.  Its  sense  of  casual  and  careless  calm,  too, 
teemed  to  him  only  the  rest  of  a  spinning  top.  Its 
um^ed  eootteaities  of  appeal  its  kxemm 
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quetries  of  attire,  its  panoramic  beauty  of  mountain 
and  cape  and  sea-front,  its  parade  of  corporeal  and 
egotistic  pleasures,  its  priincH-<^  and  tmdi^iitiaed 
appeal  to  the  carnival  sfHrit,  its  frank,  exotic  fes- 
tivity, its  volatile  and  almost  too  vital  atmosphere, 
and,  above  all,  its  glowing  and  over-odorous  gar- 
dens and  flowerbeds,  its  overcrowded  and  grimly 
Dionysian  Promenade,  its  murmunMis  mtA  alhirkqf 
restauraitts  on  steep  little  botikvar^ — it  was  all 
a  bluid,  Dtu^  argued  with  himself,  to  drape  and 
another  the  cynical  misery  of  the  place.  Under- 
neath all  its  flaunting  and  waving  softnesses  life  ran 
grim  and  hard  —  as  grim  and  hard  as  the  solid 
rock  that  lay  so  ctose  bateaft  ks  jonquils  md  wM» 
and  its  maskii^  v«diife  <^  nmnosa  ai^  oruife 
and  palm. 

He  hated  it,  he  told  himself  in  his  tragic  and 
newborn  austerity  of  spirit,  as  any  right-minded 
and  clean-living  man  should  hate  paper  rcMes  or 
painted  faces.  Every  foot  of  it,  ^  seemed 
a  nmffled  and  mediate  insult  to  intelligence.  The 
too  open  and  illicit  invitation  of  its  confectionery- 
like halls,  the  insipidly  emphatic  pretentiousness  of 
the  Casino  itself  —  Durkin  could  never  quite  de- 
cide whether  it  reminded  him  of  a  hurriedly  finished 
exposMon  M^g  or  of  a  Quid's  birthday  cake  duty 
iced  and  bedecked  —  the  tinsel  glory,  the  tewkneyed 
magnificence,  of  its  legitimatized  and  ever-orderly 
gaming  dens,  thu  eternal  claws  of  greed  beneath 


PHANTOM  WIRES 


the  voluptuous  velvet  of  indolence  —  it  all  combined 
to  fill  his  soul  with  a  sense  of  hot  revolt,  as  had  so 
often  before  ImppoKd  dbru^  tl»  past  long  and 
km^y  days,  when  he  had  kxdced  up  at  the  loft 
green  of  olive  and  eucalyptus  and  then  down  at  the 
intense  turquoise  curve  of  the  harbor  frii^;ed  with 
white  foam. 

Always,  at  radi  thiMs,  he  had  marveled  that  man 
ccmld  torn  cm  of  earth's  most  bett^ld  gtrdou 

into  one  of  crime's  most  crowded  haunts.  The 
ironic  injustice  of  it  embittered  him;  it  left  him 
floundering  in  a  sea  of  moral  indecision  at  a  time 
when  he  most  needed  some  forlorn  belief  in  the 
beneficence  of  natural  law.  It  outraged  his  in- 
eoogruously  persistent  demand  for  fair  ^sy,  just 
as  the  sight  of  the  jauntily  clad  gunners  shooting 
down  pigeons  on  that  tranquil  and  Edenic  little 
grass-plot  at  the  foot  of  the  Promontory  had  done. 

Fear  unctemea^  all  the  natural  beauty  of  Monaco 
Duricin  had  been  omtinuously  haunted  by  tibe  sense 
of  somethii^  undiean  and  legtam  asA  corroding. 
Under  its  rouge  and  rose^  at  evoy  tum»  he  UmaA 
the  insidious  taint. 

And  more  than  ever,  tonight,  he  had  a  sense  of 
wttnesstng  Des&sy  stsiSsiiag  through  ttese  soft 
gardens,  of  Tragedy  skulldt^  abottt  its  regal  stair- 
ways. 

For  it  was  there,  in  the  midst  of  those  unassist- 
ing  and  enervating  surroundings,  he  dimly  felt,  that 
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he  himself  was  to  choose  one  of  two  strangely  di- 
vergent paths.  Yet  he  knew,  in  a  way,  that  his 
dedsfon  h»d  akemily  been  fenced  upon  hhn,  tint  ^tm 
dke  had  been  cast  and  cotmted.  He  had  been  try- 
ing to  sweep  back  the  rising  sea  with  a  broom ;  he 
had  been  trying  to  fight  down  that  tangled  and  tor- 
tuous past  which  still  claimed  him  as  its  own.  And 
now  all  that  remained  for  him  was  to  slip  quietly 
and  unprotesttngly  hUo  tiie  eorrent  whieh  dknrcd 
and  gnawed  at  his  feet.  He  had  been  tried  too 
long;  the  test,  from  the  first,  had  been  too  crucial. 
He  might,  in  time,  even  find  some  solacing  thought 
in  the  fitness  between  the  act  and  its  environment 
-—here  he  cotdd  fling  himself  into  an  obliterating 
Nu^l»a,  not  of  falling  waters  bat  erf  i^SSx^  men 
and  women.  Yes,  it  was  a  stage  all  prepared  and 
set  for  the  mean  and  sordid  and  ever  recurring 
tragedy  of  which  he  was  to  be  the  puj^et  For 
close  about  him  seethed  and  boiled,  as  n  no  other 
place  in  the  world,  all  the  darker  and  mcnre  de»- 
picable  pas»(ms  of  humanity.  He  imrardly  re- 
called the  types  with  which  his  stage  waa  embel- 
lished; the  fellow  puppets  of  that  gilded  and  arro- 
gant and  idle  world,  the  curled  and  perfimied 
prin«s,  ti»  maexA  and  watdii^  hmikwrdkrt  mSt 
by  side  with  virginal  aiui  unamsdcms  American 
girls,  pallid  and  impoverished  grand  dulm  in  the 
wake  of  painted  but  wary  Parisians,  stiff-mustached 
and  mysterious  Austrian  counts  lowering  at 
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doughty  and  indignant  Englishwomen;  bejeweled 
beyi  and  pashai  bnidiis^  dbowt  wMi  tn^ortialMd 
New  Eof^land  scliod^ea^ers  astray  from  Codtfi; 
monocled  thieves  and  gamblers  and  prinodki|^ 
jaded  tourists  and  skulking  parasites  —  wad  aSmt^ 
the  disillusioned  and  waiting  women. 

**  That  play  got  on  your  nerves,  didn't  it?  "  sud- 
^ksBitf  tAtA  the  lazy,  fadl^'CAMtew  voice  tib  ride* 
Duildn  and  the  young  Cliicagoan  were  in  tlw 
musky-smelling  Promenade  by  this  time,  and  up 
past  the  stands  at  the  sea-front  the  breath  of  the 
Mediterranean  blew  in  their  faces,  fresh,  salty, 
virile. 

"Tl^  wkok  fiaet  gilt  on  my  tmnmi**  ttid 

Durkin  testily.  Yes,  he  told  himself,  he  was  sick 
of  it,  sick  of  the  monotony,  of  the  idleness,  of  the 
sullen  malevolence  of  it  all.  It  was  gay  only  to 
the  eyes;  and  to  him  it  would  never  seem  gay  again. 

**  Ok,  that  otmies  of  not  qieakii^  the  language, 
yoti  KiiQiwi  maintatneo  tne  otoer  nottiiy,  ano, 
at  the  same  time,  comprehensively. 

He  was  still  very  young,  Durkin  iwiembered. 
He  had  toyed  with  art  for  two  winters  in  Paris, 
to  seem  by  seem  he  had  beoi  able  to  translate  the 
littte  drama  timt  had  appeared  ao  farckal  aad 
Frendiy  to  his  older  countrynum  is  exQe. 

Durkin's  lip  curled  a  little. 

"  No  —  ii  comes  of  knowing  life! "  he  answered, 
with  a  touch  of  impatience.   He  felt  the  gulf  that 
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separated  their  two  oddly  diverse  lives  —  the  one 
the  youth  eager  to  dip  into  experience,  the  other  a 
fugitive  from  a  many-sided  past  that  still  shadowed 
tsad  menaced  him.  He  listened  with  only  half  an 
ear  as  the  Chicagoan  expounded  some  glib  and 
ancient  principle  about  the  fairy  tale  being  evea 
truer  than  truth  itself. 

"  Why,"  ht  cMitimie^  argnmentattvely,  "  every- 
thing tluit  happei»d  in  that  fday  migiit  hti^pen  hm^ 
tonight,  to  you  or  me !  " 

"  Rubbish ! "  ejaculated  Durkin,  brusquely,  re- 
membering how  lonely  he  must  indeed  have  been 
thus  to  attach  himself  to  this  youth  of  the  studios. 
Btit  ht  Mei,  m  m  wamu  oi  foroit  "Yoe  ^^1^ 
then,  that  life  today  is  as  romantic  as  it  once  was?  " 

"  Mon  Dieu! "  cried  the  other.  "  Look  at  Monte 
Carlo  here!  Of  course  it  is.  It's  more  crowded, 
more  rapid;  it  holds  more  romance.  We  didn't 
put  it  an  off,  you  know,  with  (kmUet  voA  hoael 

"  No,  of  cotme  not,*'  aniwered  Durkin  alMo^. 
Life,  at  that  moment,  was  confronting  him  so 
grimly,  so  flat  and  sterile  and  uncompromising  in 
its  secret  exactions,  that  he  had  no  heart  to  theorize 
abotsttt 

"  And  a  thing  isn't  romantic  just  because  it's 
riKMS-grcwn ! "  continued  the  child  of  the  studio^ 

warming  to  his  subject.  "It's  romantic  when 
we've  emotionalized  it,  when  we've  felt  it,  when  it's 
hit  home  with  us,  as  it  were  I " 
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^^If  it  doesn't  hit  too  hard! "  qualif     he  older 

"For  bmum,**  nakmiM  the  young  Chicago- 
an,  once  more  profleriog  hit  ctgaittlMae  to  Dttr- 

kin,  "  for  instance,  take  that  big  Mercedes  touringw 
car  with  the  canopy  top,  coming  down  through  the 
crowd  there.  You'll  agree,  at  first  sight,  that  such 
thingt  mean  good-bye  to  the  mounted  knight,  to 
chivBlry,  and  aB  tlitt  mmmk  old  hOTseman  busi. 
ness." 

"  I  suppose  so." 

"  But,  don't  you  see,  the  horse  and  armor  was 
only  a  frame,  an  accidental  setting,  for  the  ro- 
mance itself  I  It's  up  to  date  and  practical  and 
sordid  and  CWiwwnpfact,  yoa%  my,  tiiat  poffii^ 
thing  with  a  gasoline  engine  hidden  away  ai  its 
bowels.  It's  what  we  call  machinery.  But,  sup- 
posing, now,  instead  of  holding  Monsieur  le  Due 
SoiB^ody,.©;  Milord  So-and-So,  or  Signor  Comte 
Somebody-Else,  with  his  wife  or  his  mistress  — I 
say,  supposing  it  held— well,  my  yottag  inter 
Alice,  whom  I  left  so  sedately  contented  Bt 
Brighton !  Supposing  it  held  my  young  sister,  run- 
ning away  with  an  Indian  rajah ! " 

And  you  wot^  caB  tlu^  ttmnnoe?  ** 

"ExacUyf" 

Dttrifm  tiffned  and  kdced  at  ^  appfooi^g 
car. 

"  While,  as  a  matter  of  fact,"  he  continued,  with 
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his  exasperatingly  smooth  smile,  "  it  seems  to  be 
holding  a  very  much  overdressed  young  lady,  pre- 
sumably from  the  Folies-Bergire  or  the  Olympia." 
The  younil^  man,  loddng  back  from  hte  ^toe  be- 

excited  comments  of  a  middle-i^[ed  woman, 
viously  Parisian,  on  the  arm  of  a  lean  and  mkOBm 
man  with  dyed  and  waxed  mustachios. 

"  You're  quite  wrong,"  cried  the  young  Chicago- 
an,  excitedly.  "It's  young  Lady  Boxiqmr — tlie 
new  Engli^  beauty.  See,  ibefrt  crowdfa^  out  to 
get  a  glimpse  of  her! " 

"  Who's  Lady  Boxspur  ?  "  asked  Durkin,  hang- 
ing stolidly  back.  He  had  seen  quite  enough  of 
Riviera  bnuty  on  parade. 

**  Stte'g  sinq^  r^iptng.  I  got  a  glimpee  of  her 
this  afternoon  in  front  of  the  Terrasse,  after  she'd 
first  motored  over  from  Nice  with  old  Szapary ! " 
He  lowered  his  voice,  more  conf  ientially.  "  This 
Frenchman  here  has  just  been  telling  his  wife  that 
idie's  tile  lovdicit  woom  on  ^e  RIvittiA  todiiy. 
Comeonf 

Durkin  stood  indifferently,  under  the  white  f^tn 
of  the  electric  lamp,  watching  the  younger  man 
push  through  to  the  centre  of  the  roadway.  The 
slowly-moving  touring-car,  hemmed  in  by  the 
langtiid  midn^^  movement  of  the  street,  eune  to 
a  full  stop  almost  before  where  he  stood.  It  shud- 
dered awl  prated  there,  leviathan-19^  and  Duiidn 
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saw  the  sea  breeze  sway  back  the  canopy  drapery. 

H«  foOowed  the  direction  of  the  excited  young 
^kafota'f  fue,  milingljr.  now,  and  with  a 
nifnlarly  disengaged  mind. 

He  saw  the  woman's  clear  profile  outlined  against 
the  floating  purple  curtain,  the  quiet  and  shadowy 
eyee  of  violet,  the  glint  of  the  chestnut  hair  that 
Aowed  tiaoogh  the  beek-thntst  folds  of  the  white 

•lat  aatwnobite  veB  twttWog  Ae  iiwn  heed,  and 
the  nervoue,  Urd-ltke  nmment  of  the  head  it- 

self. 

He  did  not  move;  there  was  no  involuntary, 
galvtnic  reaeticRi;  no  sudden  gasp  and  flame  of 
wonder.  He  simply  held  hit  dgtrette  still  poised 
m  his  fingers,  half-way  to  his  1^  ^  rainotert 
relaxmg  of  the  smile  that  still  hovered  about  them, 
while  a  dull  and  ashen  graynesi  cnpt  imo  hie  face! 
Moeod  by  waiting  second. 

It  ™  not  tmtil  his  eyes  met  hers  that  he  took 
three  wavering  and  undecided  itepe  towaid  her. 

With  a  silent  movement  —  more  of  wamhir 
than  of  fright,  he  afterward  told  himself  — she 
FCMcd  her  gloved  fingers  to  her  lips.  What  her 
Bteit  cyea  meant  to  say  to  him.  in  that  wordless, 
telepathic  message,  DaOda  could  not  guess-  all 
thought  was  beyond  him.  But  in  a  moment  or  two 
the  roadway  cleared,  the  car  shook  and  plunged 
forward,  the  floating  curtaina  fluttered  and  trailed 
bdimd. 
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Durkin  turned  blindly,  and  pushed  and  ran  and 
dodged  through  the  languidly  amazed  promenaders, 
following  after  that  sudden  and  bewildering  vision, 
81  after  hit  last  hope  In  Ule;  But  the  fine,  white, 
BOHHone  Kivwrft  our  irocn  wm  fWHWy  Cw  t  tife' 
heels,  and  the  burnt  gases  firom  its  engines,  were 
all  the  road  held  for  him,  mi  it  nnrttilited  oH  itOo 
hillside  quietnesses. 

He  heard  the  young  Chicagoan  calling  after  him, 
brctthlese  and  anxiottt.  But  he  ran  on  imtil  he 
came  to  a  side  iM^  shadowed  with  garden  waUa 
and  villas  and  greenery.  Slipping  intc  this,  he  im- 
mured himself  in  the  midnight  silences,  to  be  akme 
with  the  contoiding  forces  that  tore  at  him. 

If  Mi  compeiiiou  was  right,  and  such  things  as 
this  made  up  Romance,  then,  after  all,  the  drama 
of  life  had  lost  noiw  of  its  bewilderment  For  Urn 
woman  he  had  seen  between  Uie  fl«f^%g  fW]^ 
curtains  was  his  own  wife. 
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Durkin's  first  tangible  feeling  was  a  passion  to 
lose  and  submerge  himself  in  the  mufflmg-  midnight 
sttences,  ^  silences  of  tiiose  outwardly  quiet 
gardens  at  heart  so  old  in  sin  and  pain. 

He  felt  the  necessity  for  some  sudden  and  sweep- 
ing readjustment,  and  his  cry  for  solitude  was  like 
that  of  the  child  wounded  in  spirit,  or  that  of  the 
wild  ammal  sordy  hurt  in  body.  Before  he  could 
face  life  ^^us,  he  lelt,  ht  had  to  buikl  up  about  him 
the  sustatnii^  fabric  of  some  new  and  factitk«is 
faith. 

But  as  intelligence  slowly  emerged  from  the 
mist  and  chaos  of  utter  bewilderment,  as  reason 
crei^  haltingly  hade  to  her  seat,  his  first  Wixtd  and 
indeterminate  rage  fell  away  from  him.  His  first 
black  and  blinding  clouds  of  suspicion  slowly  sub- 
sided before  practical  and  orderly  question  and 
cross-question.  Thought  adjusted  itself  to  its  new 
envinnmieiit  Painfully,  yet  cautioudy,  he  dhfeeted 
his  ceasd^  artillery  of  interrc^tion  toward  the 
outer  and  darker  walls  of  tmccrtm^  » 
blankly  confronting  him. 
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It  was  not  that  he  had  been  consumed  by  any 
direct  aettse  of  loss,  of  deprtvatioii.  It  was  not  tint 
be  had  feared  o^  and  immediate  treachery.  If  a 
rage  had  burned  thrott^i  him,  at  the  sudden  and 
startling  sight  of  his  own  wife  thus  secretly  mas- 
querading in  an  Unknown  role,  it  was  far  from  be- 
ing a  rage  or  mere  jealousy  and  district 

Th^  had,  in  other  dvjrs,  oidi  pasatd  thfou^ 
qoe^iofiabie  and  perilous  experiences.  Both  to- 
gether and  alone  they  had  adventured  unwillingly 
along  many  of  the  more  dubious  channels  of  life. 
They  had  surrendered  to  temptation;  they  had 
sown  and  rtsfed  mA  suffered,  jmd  tttBofiM  weary 
of  it  They  bad  smiggfed  tkm\y  yet  stolcaHy  tip 
towards  respectability;  thi^'  teid  fought  fof  fair- 
dealing;  they  had  entered  a  compact  to  stand  by 
each  other  througfh  that  long  and  bitter  effort  to  be 
tardily  hoatA  tmd  autcmmaify  abovdboafd 

Wh^  fio#  m  ^HH^mA  and  MiM«ied  Urn 
was  ^e  sudden  sense  of  romething  Intending,  the 
vague  apprehension  of  some  momentous  and  far- 
reaching  intrigue  which  he  could  not  even  fore- 
shadow. And  it  was  framing  itself  into  being  at  a 
time  when  he  fad  most  prayed  for  tiieir  wtAtimt' 
melled  frsidMii^  wtaH  ted  tOtM  kM^cti  lor  diMf 
ultimate  emane^Mkitt  ftttQ  ^  cdiwt  oi  ttat  lio 
usurious  past. 

But,  above  all,  what  had  brought  about  the  sod- 
den change?  Why  had  no  inkling  of  it  trepf  u»  Ma 
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ears?  Why  was  she,  the  passionate  pleader  for 
the  decencies  of  life  whom  he  had  last  watched  so 
patiently  and  heroically  imparting  tl«  nastery  of 
the  pamrforte  to  seven  Uttk  English  childrer  'n  a 
squalid  Paris  pension,  now  lapsing  back  into  the 
old  and  fiercely  abjured  avenue  of  irresponsibility? 
Why  had  she  weakened  and  surrendered,  when  he 
himself,  the  oldtime  weakling  of  the  two,  had  clung 
so  deqierately  to  narrow  i«th  of  rectitote? 
And  what  was  the  meaning  and  the  direction  of  it 
all?  And  what  would  it  lead  to?  But  why,  above 
all,  had  she  kept  silent,  and  given  him  no  warning? 

Durkin  looked  up  and  listened  to  the  soft  rustling 
of  the  palm  branches.   The  bray  of  a  £stastt  \maA 
sa^ened  him  with  an  ttnfathomabte  sense  of  home- 
sickness.  Through  an  air  that  seaned  heavy  with 
languid  tropicality,  and  the  waiting  richness  of  life, 
he  caught  the  belated  glimmer  of  lights  and  the 
throb  and  murmur  of  string  music   It  carri^  in  to 
him  what  seemed  the  essential  and  alhirii^  note  of 
an  the  existence  he  had  once  known  and  lived.  Yet 
day  by  day  he  had  fought  back  that  sirenic  call. 
It  had  not  always  been  an  open  victory  —  the 
weight  of  all  the  past  lay  too  heavily  upon  him  for 
that  — but  for  her  sake  he  had  at  least  vacillated 
and  hentated  and  tes^orixed,  waitiiv  ai^  looking 
for  that  final  strength  which  would  come  with  her 
first  wistful  note  of  waroiag,  or  with  her  belated  re- 
turn to  hb  side. 
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Yet  here  was  Opportunity  lying  close  and  thick 
about  him;  here  Chance  had  laid  the  board  for  its 
most  tempting  game.  In  tfiat  way,  as  the  young 
Chtcagoan  had  saki,  tiiey  stood  in  the  centre  of  the 
world.  But  he  had  turned  away  from  those  cluster- 
ing temptations,  he  had  left  unbroken  his  veneer 
of  honorable  life,  for  her  sake  —  while  she  her- 
self had  surrendered,  unmistakably,  irrevocably, 
whatever  strange  iona  the  surreuctor  mi|^t  evm 
at  ^t  moment  be  taking. 

All  he  could  do,  now,  was  to  wait  until  mcMmuig; 
There  would  surely  be  some  message,  some  hint, 
some  key  to  the  mystery.  While  everything  re- 
maned so  maddeningly  enigmatic,  Iw  raked  through 
the  tangled  {Mst  in  search  of  sotm  casual  seed  of 
explanation  for  that  still  undeciphered  present. 

He  recalled,  period  by  period,  and  scene  by  scene, 
his  kaleidoscopic  past  career,  his  first  fatal  blunder 
as  a  Grand  Trunk  telegraph  operator,  when  one  slip 
of  tiw  wrist  iMroi^^  a  gravd  train  head-on  into  aa 
Odd  Fellows'  Excursion  special,  his  summary  d^ 
missal  from  the  railroad,  and  his  unhappy  flight  to 
New  York,  his  passionate  struggle  to  work  his  way 
up  (mce  mon,  his  hunger  for  money  and  even  a 
few  wedcs  of  leisure,  that  his  long  dreamed  of 
photo-telegraphy  i^paratiis  might  be  perfected  and 
duly  patented,  his  consequent  fall  from  grace  in  the 
Postal-Union  offices,  through  holding  up  a  trivial 
racing-return  or  two  vmtil  he  and  his  outside  con- 
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federate  had  been  able  to  make  their  illicit  wagers, 
then  his  official  ostracism,  and  his  wandering  street- 
cat  life,  when,  at  last,  the  httmbtrnf  and  compelling 
pitKh  of  poverty  htd  turned  him  to  "  overhead 
gwrrina "  work  and  the  dangers  and  vicissitudes 
of  a  poolroom  key-operator.  He  recalled  his 
chance  meeting  with  MacNutt,  the  wire-tapper,  and 
their  partnership  of  privateer  forces  in  that  Strange 
campaign  against  Ptasfield,  the  alert  iiaA  Ofmtait 
poolroom  king,  who  had  seemed  always  able  to 
defy  the  efforts  and  offices  <ji  a  comtaivv  and 
equally  alert  district-attorney. 

Most  vividly  and  n?inutely  of  all,  he  reviewed  his 
first  meeting  with  Ftmiets  Cradler,  and  the 
wildennent  that  had  filled  hhn  when  he  discovered 
her  to  be  an  intimate  and  yet  a  reluctant  associate 
with  MacNutt  in  his  work  —  a  bewilderment  which 
lasted  until  he  himself  grew  to  realize  how  easy 
KWis  the  downward  trend  when  once  the  first  false 
titp  had  heen  made. 

He  tHtmght  back  to  miiKl  their  strange  adventures 
and  perils  and  escapes  together,  day  by  day  and 
week  by  week,  their  early  interest  that  had  ripened 
into  affection,  their  innate  hatred  of  that  under- 
ground life,  whfch  evamtaUy  flowered  hsto  opefi  te- 
and  Adr  ia^etoeaa  ttarr^,  fte* 
cipitate  journey  from  the  shores  of  America. 

Then  came  to  him  what  seemed  the  bitterest 
inciiK>ries  of  aU.   It  was  the  thought  of  that  first 

24 


THE  SHADOWING  PAST 


too  fragile  happiness  which  slowly  but  implacably 
merged  into  discontent,  still  hidden  and  tacit,  but 
none  the  less  evident  That  interr^um  of  peace 
had  been  a  T«iMali»^  taate  of  m  ^mglit  whkk 
he  aU  ak>ng  knew  was  to  be  denied  him.  Ye^ 
point  by  point,  he  recalled  their  first  quiet  and  hope- 
ful weeks  in  England,  when  their  old  ways  of  life 
seemed  as  far  away  as  the  America  they  had  left 
behind,  wbeQ  they  still  had  oabottfided  faith  in  iktra- 
selves  and  in  the  fnture.  Just  how  or  where  M 
the  first  corroding  touch  he  could  never  tell.  But 
in  each  of  them  there  had  grown  up  a  secret  un- 
rest—  it  was,  he  knew,  the  boumls  of  habit 
whimpering  from  ^r  kenndt.  **  No  one  was  ever 
relormed,"  he  had  cMKe  ooi^led  to  Frances,  "  hf 
simply  being  turned  out  to  grass !  "  So  it  was  then 
that  they  had  tried  to  drug  their  first  rising  doubts 
with  the  tumult  of  incessant  travel  and  change.  His 
wife  had  lured  him  to  secluded  places,  she  had 
struggled  to  kaitmit  hmi  hi «  lanfuage  or  two,  slie 
had  plamied  quixotic  coitrscs  ol  reading  as 
though  a  man  such  as  he  might  be  remolded  by  a 
few  months  of  modem  authors !  -~  and  carried  him 
off  to  centres  of  gaiety  —  as  though  the  beat  of 
Hungarian  bands  and  outlandish  dances  could 
drive  that  inmost  hm  out  of  ^  blood! 

He  endured  Aix-les-Bains  and  its  riieuatttict, 
with  their  bridge-whist  and  late  dinners  and  kt- 
congruous  disiipations,  for  a  fortnight  Then  th^ 
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fled  to  the  huddled  little  hotels  and  pensions  of  the 
narrow  and  dark  wooded  valley  of  Karlsbad,  under 
tHaes  wtiidi  Fraidc  declared  to  be  bluer  than  the 
Uue  of  fcHTget-iiMHu^  wlier«,  amkl  Brafaain 
fFom  India  and  royalty  from  Austria  and  andacioiis 
young  duchesses  from  Paris  and  students  from 
Petersburg  and  Berlin,  and  undecipherable  strangers 
from  all  the  remotest  comers  of  the  globe,  it  seemed 
to  Dttfictn  ^  were  at  laat  abne.  He  confided 
this  feeling  to  his  wife,  one  tranquil  morning  after 
they  had  drunk  their  Sprudel  from  long-handkd 
cups,  at  the  spring  where  the  comely,  rubber-gar- 
mented native  girls  caught  and  doled  out  the  biting 
hot  spray  of  the  geyser.  They  were  seated  at  the 
temoter  end  of  the  glass-covered  Fyomenad^  and  a 
band  was  playing.  Something  in  the  musk,  for 
once,  had  saddened  and  dispirited  Frank. 

"Alone?"  she  had  retorted.  "Who  ia  ever 
atone?** 

"Well,  ott  wires  are  down,  for  a  little  while, 
anyway!"  lai  hed  Durkin,  wi  ht  m  hot 

salt  water  from  the  china  cup.  It  reminded  him, 
he  had  said,  of  all  his  past  sins  in  epitome.  Frank 
sighed  wearily,  and  did  not  spealc  for  a  minute  or 
two. 

**  Bat,  after  afl,**  she  said  at  last,  in  a  meditative 
calmness  of  voice,  "  there  are  always  some  sort  of 
ghostly  wires  connecting  us  with  one  another,  hold- 
ing us  in  touch  with  what  we  have  been  and  done. 
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with  our  pMtt  and  with  our  ancestors,  with  all  our 
forsaken  sins  and  nusdoings.  No,  Jim,  I  don't  be- 
lieve we  are  ever  zloat.  There  are  always  sounds 
and  hints,  little  bnrimi  messages  and  whispers, 
creeimigr  m  to  us  atoi^  tiiose  hkfafen  etrciiito.  We 
call  them  Intuitknis,  and  srnnetimes  we  spak  of 
them  as  Character,  and  sometimes  as  Heredity,  and 
weakness  of  will  — but  they  are  there,  just  tlie 
same  I " 

Hie  «mfe«ikm  of  tiiat  mood  was  a  cos&y  one,  for 
before  the  week  was  out  they  had»  k  some  way, 
wearied  of  the  sight  of  that  daily  procession  of 
nephritics  and  neurotics,  and  were  off  again,  like  a 
pair  of  homeless  swallows,  to  the  Rhine  salmon  and 
the  Blade  Forest  venison  of  Baden.  From  there 
they  fied  to  the  mountain  air  of  St.  Mmhz,  whore 
they  were  frc»gen  out  and  driven  back  to  Paris—- 
but  always  spending  freely  and  thinking  little  of 
the  vague  tomorrow.  Durkin,  indeed,  recognized 
that  taint  of  improvidence  in  his  veins.  He  was  a 
spendthrift;  he  Ittd  none  of  the  temperamental  fore- 
sight and  frugality  of  his  wife,  who  roniiided  1^, 
from  time  to  time,  and  with  ever-increasing  anxiety, 
of  their  ever-melting  letter  of  credit.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  she  stood  ready  to  sacrifice  everything, 
in  order  to  build  some  new  wall  of  interest  about 
hua,  that  aie  wb^i^  UBmm  Mm  from  his  past 
She  still  planned  and  schemed  to  sh^d  hhn,  not 
so  nmdi  from  the  worid,  as  from  MmmSL  Yet 
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hs  had  seen,  almost  from  the  first,  that  their  pur^ 
suit  of  contentment  vvas  horn  of  their  commwi  and 
ever-increiuitng  terrcM*  of  the  future.  Each  left  un- 
uttend  the  aetttal  mplmf  m4  &mMm  of  ^ 
yet  ead  aunfd  (he  t»ttcr  iting  of  it.  Day  by 
he  had  put  on  a  bold  face,  because  he  had  long 
since  learned  how  poignantly  miserable  his  owa 
misery  could  make  her.  And,  above  all  things,  he 
hated  to  see  her  unhappy. 


CHAPTER  IV 


THE  wnoivmo  mmo 

Under  the  softly^waving  palms  of  that  midnight 
garden,  Durkin  rkivcd  tMr  levwMi  fatt,  waaa^A 
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money  staring  them  fai  the  lioi.  He  reviewed  each 
increasing  dilemma,  until,  tvamodly,  he  had  left 
her  in  her  squalid  Paris  pension  with  her  music 
pupils  and  the  la^  eighty  francs,  while  he  dutdied 
at  tlM  pasting  straw  of  an  aborting  house  deik* 
0Bkp  in  Marseilles.  The  exporting  house,  which 
was  under  American  guidance,  had  flickered  and 
gone  out  ignominiously,  and  week  by  desperate 
week  each  new  promise  of  honest  work  se^ed  to 
w^er  into  a  chiwtefa  at  his  favcridi  teocii.  Ka 
had  bmi  \xM  of  a  ixxaaxA  fnr  elcetrfeal  experts 
Tangier,  and  had  promptly  worked  his  passage  to 
that  outlandish  sea^rt  on  a  Belgian  coasting- 
steamer,  only  to  find  a  week's  employment  installing 
a  burglar-alarm  system  in  the  ware-^ome  of  a 
Uverpool  ship^g  emtgrnpf.  In  Qbrakar,  «  werfc 
or  two  longn',  he  had  been  able  to  supply  his  im- 
mediate wants  through  assisting  in  the  reronstme- 
tion  of  a  nooviag-fietan  machine  untimely  wrcdcsd 
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on  the  outskirts  of  Fez  by  Moorish  fanatics  who 
had  bdieved  it  to  be  the  invention  of  the  Evil  One. 

It  WM  i«  G%rattar»  too,  tlitt  1^  fim  noddng 
hopes  for  some  renewal  of  life  had  come  to  t&a, 
along  with  the  vague  hint  that  his  transmittinf 
camera  had  at  last  been  recognized,  and  perhaps 
even  nnriceted.  But  escape  from  that  little  sea- 
port  had  beea  as  dUfkaftMcaa^e  from  gioL  He 
had  finally  effected  a  hazardom  md  evef^roennMra- 
ble  migration  from  Algeciras  to  Cimiez,  but  only 
by  acting  as  chauffeur  for  a  help-abandoned,  gout- 
ridden,  and  irritable-minded  ex-ambassador  to  Per- 
th,  togftiier  with  a  scrupulously  inattentive  trained 
mxm,  who,  qiparei^,  prefBred  cKamomb  to  a 
tmilorm,  and  stm^gled  incredO^  qiantities  of 
hand-made  lace  under  the  tonneau  seat-cushions. 
And  then  he  had  found  himself  at  Monte  Carlo,  still 
waiting  for  word  from  Paris,  fighting  against  a 
grim  new  temptation  which,  vampire-Iske,  had 
grown  stronger  and  strongo*  as  itt  vi^mi  dafijr  lnd 
grown  weaker  and  weaker. 

For  along  the  sea-front,  one  indolent  and  golden 
afternoon,  he  had  learned  that  r.i  American  yacht 
in  ^  laurhw  was  aca^i^  ashore  for  a  practical 
rfectridan,  since  a  defective  goierator  had  left  its 
cabins  of  glimmering  white  and  gold  in  Sttddn 
darkness.  Durkin,  after  a  brief  talk  with  the  sec- 
ond officer,  had  been  taken  aboard  the  tender  and 
hnrricd  out  to  where  the  lightless  steamer  rocked 
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and  swung  at  her  anchor  chain  in  the  intense  tur- 
quoise bay.  He  had  hoped,  at  first,  that  he  was 
approaching  his  ship  of  deliverance,  that  luck  was 
favoring  the  teddm  and  at  bit  ^  nwins  of  hit 
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unconcern,  just  what  ^  jadtt's  course  was.  They 
were  bound  for  Messina,  the  second  officer  had  re- 
plied, and  ft'om  there  they  went  on  to  Corfu  for  a 
couple  of  weeks,  and  then  on  to  Ragusa. 

He  wcot  oo  board  and  looted  over  die  ammture 
com.  It  was  of  the  dotted  drum  type,  he  at  once 
perceived,  built  up  of  laminations  of  soft  steel 
painted  to  break  up  eddy  currents,  and  as  he  tested 
the  soft  amber  mica  insulation  about  the  commu- 
tators of  liard-r^ed  oopper»  he  knew  that  tint  de- 
fective generator  conk!  be  rqwired  in  three-quartert 
of  an  hour.  But  certain  scraps  of  talk  thai  canoe 
to  his  ears  amid  the  clink  of  glasses,  from  one  of 
the  shadowy  saloons,  had  stung  into  vague  activity 
his  old,  irrepressiUe  hunger  for  the  ccHnpanionship 
of  his  own  kind,  faa  own  race. 

It  was  uncommonly  pleasant,  he  had  tdd  him- 
self as  he  had  caught  the  first  drone  of  the  lowered, 
confidential  voices,  to  hear  the  old  home  talk,  and 
even  broken  snatches  of  old  home  interests.  As  he 
ei^Offid  the  ship  and  nnnntdy  e»»mied  automatic 
drcttit-brodter  aiki  switchboard  ta^  fuse,  ht  even 
made  it  a  point  to  see  that  his  explorations  took  him 
into  i3k  pas^xy-iiki  catsn  tuext  to  the  saloon  ham 


which  these  droning  voices  drifted.  As  he  gave 
apptrcntly  fttuUous  and  unbroken  attention  to  a 
mmA  of  ikieetiv*  wirfnf ,  htwukiiutt  making 
carnal  mental  note  of  tht  lamsliar  ton^  of  tht  dis- 
tant voices,  listening  impersonally  and  dmmily  to 
each  question  and  answer  and  suggestion  that 
passed  between  that  quietly  talking  group.  One  of 
tbe  tilNri,  ht  aeeii  fowni  wm  a  Supreme  Court 
judge  on  hb  «tea^  ffi^  and  ^tOtr^vv  ia 
his  occasi(mal  query  or  view  or  criticism;  another 
was  apparently  a  secret  agent  from  the  office  of  the 
New  York  district-attorney,  still  another  two  \>'?re 
e^btr  Scotland  Yard  men  or  members  of  some  con- 
timM  dattctivt  favraaa— M  Dofyn  mmmi 
from  their  broad-voweled  English  v«^et  aai  ^tuk 
seemingly  intimate  knowledge  of  European  criminal 
procedure.  The  fifth  man  he  could  in  no  way  place. 
But  it  was  this  man  who  interrupted  the  others, 
and.  i^ptrcatly  takinf  a  tiip  of  paper  from  lome 
in»da  poeket  or  soma  wtll  dond  mtm,  md  aM 
a  list  which,  he  first  ex^atned,  had  been  seevrtd 

f  rom  some  undefigqttad  file  OR  the  aii^  ol  a  cor- 
tiin  raid. 

"Hme  htmdred  md  twenty  shares  of  National 
lank  of  Commercf,"  raad  the  voice  mctiiodkally, 
the  reader  checking  off  each  item,  <^lo»fy,  aa  kt 
went  along.  "  One  certificate  of  forty-seven  shares 
of  United  States  Steel  Preferred;  two  certificates 
of  one  hundred  shares  each  of  Erie  Railroad  Fiiat 
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Preferred;  eighteen  personal  cheques,  with  names 
and  amounts  and  banks  atUched;  atven  I.  O.  U.'i, 
with  amounts  and  dtMt  iHi  Illtrtili.* 

**  ProbtUy  wortMctib  fran  our  fdtel  of  vkwl" 
interposed  a  voice. 

The  dreaminess  suddenly  went  out  of  Dnrkm's 
eyes,  as  he  listened. 

"  Postal-Union  Telegraph  bond8»  vihitd  at 
345/'  went  on  tiie  rcadnig  voice,  ind  ^(tiii  Ite  ^ 
temipting  critic  femarked:  Which,  you  see,  we 
may  regard  as  very  signifkant,  since  it  both  ob- 
viously and  inferably  deinonstrates  that  the  tele- 
.^r  ii^!  company  and  the  poolrooms  are  compelled 
to  »  '  3d  father 

Dofkta  foKowcd  ^  ^  wiOr  ia^iied  Head  and 
tq>lifted  hands,  forgetting  even  hit  ifattnlation  of 
work,  until  the  end  was  reached. 

"  In  all,  you  see,  one  quarter  of  a  million  dollars 
in  negotiable  securities,  if  we  are  to  rety  on  this 
meiBofaiidttiB,  w«di,a8lit>tedleto*e^fl«glitiol» 
att^etfic,  fw  it  waa  taiwD  ftoflt  iSb^  FlMAtM  Mile 
the  night  of  the  first  raid." 

Durkin  started,  as  though  the  circuit  with  which 
his  fingers  absently  toyed  had  suddenly  become  a 
live  wire. 

"Feofi^r"   1%e  word  sent  «  1^  tMQ 

through  his  body.  Penfield  —  the  very  naftie  was 
a  challenging  trumpet  to  him.  But  again  he  bent 
and  listened  to  the  dfooe  of  the  nearby  voices. 

3  m 


wmman  wires 


"  And  Keenan,  yoo  say,  It  ia  Genoa?  "  asked  one 
of  ihte  Ef^idimai. 

"  If  he's  not  there  now  he  win  bt  dmhag  the 
week,"  answered  the  American. 

"You're  sure  of  that?" 

"All  I  know  is  that  our  Milan  man  secured 
duplicates  of  his  cables.  Three  of  them  were  in 
c^her,  tm  he  was  aUe  to  malw  reumabfy  safe 
of  the  Genoa  trip! " 

"  It  would  be  rather  hard  to  get  at  him,  theret " 

"  But  if  he  strikes  north,  as  you  say,  and  goes 
first  to  Liverpool,  and  gets  home  by  the  back  door, 
as  it  were,  hjr  takii^  a  steamer  to  Quebec  or  Mon- 
treal  " 

"That's  a  mere  blind!" 
"But  why  say  that?" 

"  Because  he's  too  wise  to  strike  British  territory, 
before  he  unloads.  It's  not  a  mere  matter  of  stop- 
IMng  the  transfer  of  this  stock,  or  whether  or  not  aU 
of  it  is  negotiable.  What  we  want  is  tangible  and 
incriminating  evidence.  The  ^Mi 
cheques  are  " 

That  was  the  last  word  that  came  to  Durkin's 
ittt»  for  ift  tiH^  moment  a  itewud,  with  a  tray  of 
glasses,  hurried  into  the  pamry.  His  suspictous 
eye  saw  nothing  beyond  a  busy  electrician  re- 
placing a  switchboard.  But  before  the  intruding 
steward  had  departed  the  second  officer  was 
at  I^trick's  dbow,  overlookii^  his  labors,  and 
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no  inrther  yrhrd  or  hint  came  to  tte  ami  of  tiie 
listener. 

But  he  had  heard  enough.  The  flame  had  been 
applied  to  the  dry  acreage  of  his  too  arid  and  idle 
existence.  He  had  remained  passive  too  long.  It 
was  change  that  brought  chance.  And  even  though 
that  diange  meant  des^t,  it  would,  after  all,  be 
only  the  momentary  dip  that  preceded  the  upward 
flight  again.  And  as  he  gazed  thoughtfully  land- 
ward, where  Monte  Carlo  lay  vivid  and  glowing 
under  the  sheltering  Alpes-Maritimes,  like  a  golden 
lixard  nmning  itsdf  tm  a  tbi^  of  gray  rock,  he  fdt 
withte  hhn  a  nK>re  kii^ly  and  comprehensive  fee- 
ing for  that  flower-strewn  arena  of  vast  hazards. 
It  was,  after  all,  the  great  chances  of  life  that  made 
existence  endurable.  Its  only  anodyne  lay  in  effort 
and  feverish  struggle.  And  his  chance  for  work 
luuieDSiel 

i^f  an  hour  later  he  was  rowed  ashore,  with  a 
good  Havana  cigar  between  his  teeth  and  three  good 
English  sovereigns  in  his  pocket  As  he  made  his 
way  up  to  his  hotel  he  could  fed  some  inner  part 
of  him  irtitt  struggling  and  shrinkii^  bade  from 
me  cmKiiy  ftveoiw  ox  acuviiy  WwOi  nia  mmf 
knowledge  was  opening  up  before  him. 

He  smiled,  now,  a  little  grimly,  as  he  sat  under 
the  rustling  palms  and  thought  of  those  old,  un- 
necosary  scruples.  He  had  been  holding  himself 
to  a  compact  wfatdi  no  knger  exiitod.  And,  all 
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iMf,  lit  ha4  hum  r^rding  hinudf  as  th«  vtesk- 

ling,  the  vacillator,  when  it  was  he  who  hsd  held 
out  the  longest !  He  had  even,  in  those  earlier  hesi- 
tating moments,  consolingly  recalled  to  his  mind 
how  Monsieur  Blanc's  modestly  denominated 
^xt4t6  Anaaymt  dot  Bains  de  Mer  et  Cerde  des 

ttraogtn  made  it  a  foiiii  t0  s  rtilway  tkllit 
to  any  impending  wreck,  such  as  himself,  who  tnigiit 
drift  like  a  stain  across  its  roads  of  merriment,  or 
leave  a  telltale  blot  upon  one  of  its  perennially 
bdtt^fol  and  ever-odorous  flower-beds.  But  now, 
to  he  reviewed  those  past  wedcs  of  haitation  and 
inward  struggle,  a  sense  &t  l^btpm  cmpf  itm  te. 
As  he  recalled  the  picture  of  the  dau'-etit  proSk 
between  the  floating  purple  curtains,  a  vague  in- 
difference as  to  the  final  outcome  of  thiofl  took 
poseessKwi  oi  mm. 

He  ahnost  exulted  in  the  meaning  of  thi 
meeting,  which,  one  hour  before,  had  seemed  to 
bring  the  universe  crashing  down  about  his  head. 
Then,  as  his  plans  and  thoughts  took  more  definite 
shape,  his  earUo-  recklessness  merged  into  an  al- 
moit  IliBsisrM  sefiieof  rdM  and  rdease,  of  free- 
item  irfker  confinement,  f '  inccwgrttotisly 
grateful  for  the  lash  thi  .  awakened  him  to 
even  illicit  activity;  life,  u  <•  .he  passion  for  ac- 
^^s^nwnt,  under  the  zest  for  risk  and  responsi- 
fa^r»  Miin&iil  to  triis  o&  its  older  and  deeper  mean- 
infenBe  meft.  It  vm^  hi  told  Itotff,  at  tl  ^ 
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foreign  tongue  which  he  had  so  wearily  heard  on 
every  side  of  him,  for  so  long,  had  suddenly  trans- 
lated itself  into  intelligibility,  or  as  if  the  text  be- 
neath the  pletetm  in  thcMe  nbiquitoia  ffilmtn^ 
papers  from  Paris,  which  he  had  studied  so  hbsMy 
and  so  blindly,  had  suddenfy  beoooie  at  ^rfs  M 
his  own  English  to  him. 

But  his  moment  of  exaltation,  his  mood  of  care- 
Ira  emancipation,  was  a  hnti  one.  He  was  no 
longer  alone  in  life.  Ha  bittemess  of  Iieart  had 
blinded  him  to  obligations.  He  had  mtt  yet 
fathomed  the  mystery  of  Frank's  appearance.  He 
had  not ' "t  even  made  sure  of  her  relapse.  Above 
all,  he  had  not  put  forth  a  hand  to  help  her  in  what 
Ri^ht  be  an  la^qdicaye  octremity.  The  morning 
could  still  bring  some  word  from  her.  He  humdl 
would  spend  the  day  in  search  of  her.  He  would 
have  to  proceed  guardedly,  but  he  would  leave  no 
stone  unturned.  It  was  not,  he  told  himself,  that 
he  was  giving  fate  one  last  diance  to  treat  more 
lcte%  wfth  hm  It  was,  ratiier«  that  ^  li»  nat- 
ural being  wanted  and  reachrf  out  for  this  wmnan 
who  had  first  taught  him  the  meaning  and  purpose 
of  life.  .  .  .  His  mind  went  back,  suddenly,  to 
one  aftenux>n,  months  before,  at  Abbazia,  when 
they  had  come  up  from  sea-bathing  in  the  Adriatic. 
He  had  leaned  down  over  im^  to  her  tiw 
Angiolina  bath  steps,  wet  and  slippery  with  sea- 
water.   The  mingled  g(M  and  cbestottt  of  her  thick 
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hair  was  dank  and  sodden  with  brine,  the  wistful 
face  that  she  turned  up  to  him  was  pinched  and 
colorless  and  blue  about  the  lips.  She  seemed,  of  a 
sudden,  as  she  leaned  heavily  on  hb  ann,  a  presag- 
ing apparition  out  of  the  dim  future,  an  adumbra- 
tion of  her  own  body  grown  frail  and  old,  looking 
up  to  him  for  help,  calling  forlornly  to  him  for  sol- 
ace. And  in  that  impressionable  moment  his  heart 
had  gone  out  to  her,  in  a  burst  of  pity  th^  seemed 
deeper  and  tttroi^?er  than  kwe  hicM. 
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Durkin  waited  until,  muffled  and  far  away,  the 
throb  and  drone  of  an  orchestra  floated  up  to  him. 
This  was  followed,  scatteringly,  by  the  bdls  of  the 
different  tables  d^Mtt,  They,  too,  sotimfed  thia 
and  remote,  drifting  up  through  the  soft,  wunn 
air  that  had  always  seemed  so  exotic  to  him,  so 
redolent  of  foreign-odored  flowers,  so  burdened  with 
alien-oneUin^  tolMGO)  smdce,  of  unfuniliar  sea 
scents  incongraomfy  shot  Aro^  wift  cvia  ^ 
fumes  of  an  unknown  and  indescribable  cocAeiy. 

While  that  genial  shrill  and  tinkle  of  many  belte 
meant  refreshment  and  most  gregarious  frivolity  for 
tiw  ^tttring,  loitering,  laughing  and  ever-spec- 
tacular grotq»  so  far  bdow  hun  — and  how  he 
hated  their  outlandish  gibberidi  and  their  arrogant 
European  aloofness !  —  it  meant  for  him  hard  work, 
and  hard  work  of  a  somewhat  peritous  and  sltaitt- 
lattog  nature. 

For,  a  ^  itti  of ^  demurely  noisy  groups 
made  their  way  through  the  de^ening  twilight  to 
the  different  hotels  and  cafes  that  already  spangled 
the  hillsides  with  wcmmag  chislert  ^  Daf- 
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kin  cr.<A\y  removed  his  shoes,  twisted  and  knotted  his 
two  bath  towels  into  a  stout  rope,  securely  tied  back 
his  heavy  French  window-shutter  of  wood  with  one 
ol  bis  sheets,  and  havii^  attadwd  his  improvised 
rope  to  the  base  of  tiie  shutters,  swungf  hinmdf  • 
deftly  out.  On  the  return  swing  he  caught  the  cast- 
iron  water-pipe  that  scaled  the  wall  from  window 
tier  to  window  tier.  Down  this  jointed  pipe  he 
went,  gorillft-lSce,  segment  by  segment,  until  ht 
readied  what  he  knew  to  be  the  heel's  Hard  floor. 
Here  he  rested  for  a  moment  or  two  agaii^  the 
wall,  feeling  inwardly  grateful  that  a  Mediterranean 
climate  still  made  possible  Monaco's  primitive  out- 
side plumbing  —  to  the  initiated,  he  inwardly  re- 
mart^,  audi  ^nga  kad  dways  their  wBSociad- 
lor  advantages.  He  also  fdt  both  retiev^  aiul 
grateful  to  see  that  the  two  windows  between  him 
and  his  destination  had  been  left  shuttered  against 
the  heat  of  the  afternoon  sun.  The  third  window 
he  oMild  see,  was  not  thus  barricaded,  altlKmgh,  as 
he  IuhI  e^ected^  the  sa^  t^df  WW  secffipefjF  foeke^ 
Once  convinced  of  this,  he  dropped  down,  stealth- 
ily, and  lay  full  length  on  the  balcony  flooring,  with 
his  ear  close  against  the  casement  woodwork,  listen- 
ing. Reasonably  satisfied,  he  rose  to  his  knees,  and 
took  from  his  vest  pocket  a  small  diamond  ring. 
Hokiing  this  firs^  Ibelmen  hb  tinsab  aad  l«re- 
finger,  he  described  a  semi-circle  on  the  heavy  win- 
dow-glass.  He  listened  again,  intently.  Then  he 
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took  a  small  cold-chisel  from  still  another  pocket, 
and  having  cut  away  the  putty  at  the  base  of  the 
semicircle,  smote  the  face  of  the  glass  one  sharp 
Itttfetap. 

It  cracked  neatly,  along  the  line  of  the  dicBng 

diamond-scratch,  so  that,  with  the  help  of  a  m^nm 
cap  made  from  the  back  of  a  kid  glove,  he  was  able 
to  draw  out  the  loosened  segment  of  glass.  Then 
he  waited  and  Bttened  still  again.  As  he  thrust  in 
through  the  little  opent^  a  cautiously  exploring 
hand  the  casual  act  seemed  to  take  c  ^  tiie  dignity 
of  a  long-considered  ritual.  It  was  a  ceremonial 
moment  to  him,  he  felt,  for  it  marked  his  transit, 
across  some  narrow  moral  divide,  from  lonely  ascent 
tolon^decttK. 

The  impression  stayed  wiA  him  <mly  a  second. 
He  turned  back  to  his  work,  with  a  reckless  little  up- 
thrust  of  each  resolute  shoulder.  His  searching 
fingers  found  the  old-fashioned  window  lever,  of 
hanmicred  brass,  and  on  this  he  pressed  down  and 
bade,  ^aetly.  A  momoA  l^r  .^  aadt  tms^ 
slowly  out,  and  he  was  inside  the  room,  dosiiig  the 
shutters  and  then  the  window  after  him. 

He  stood  there,  in  the  dark  quietness,  for  what 
mm  have  been  a  full  minute.  Then  he  took  from 
his  pocket  a  box  of  wax  matdies.  He  had  pur- 
diased  for  the  pyxrpoat,  horn  tiie  ihn^  old 
woman  who  month  by  month  and  season  by  seasmi 
carried  on  her  ^uiet  trade  at  the  f oc«  ol  the  Casino 
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steps,  catching,  as  it  were,  the  tiny  drippings  irom 
the  flaring  tapers  in  that  Temple  of  Gc4d.  And  day 
sitap  H*m  ^       ttmitt^  iiA^A  tttslc  ttul 

gave  more  money  tium     her  ya»  oi  f rofid  trade 

might  amass ! 

Taking  one  of  the  vestas,  he  struck  a  light,  and 
holding  it  above  his  head,  carefully  examined  the 
raxn,  fnxnsidetot^  Tim  he  tifrtoed  to  a  door» 
whtdi  stood  ajar.  TWs,  ht  mm  bgr  a  tceend  niaidi, 
was  a  sleeping-room ;  and  the  two  rooms,  obviously, 
made  up  the  suite.  A  door,  securely  locked,  opened 
from  the  sleeping-room  into  the  outer  hallway. 
Tht  doOT  whkh  opened  from  the  larger  room  was 
IflcewUtt  lodced,  hot  to  make  asmranoe  docdity  sure 
Duricin  slid  a  second  inside  bolt,  for  already  1^ 
quick  eye  had  caught  the  gleam  of  its  polished  brass, 
just  below  the  door-knob  of  the  ordinary  mortised 
lock.  Then,  groping  his  way  to  the  little  switch- 
board, he  toiKlKd  a  button,  and  ^  romn  was 
flooded  with  light.  He  first  looked  about,  care- 
fully but  quickly,  and  then  glanced  at  his  watch. 
He  had  at  least  two  hours  in  which  to  do  his  work. 
Any  time  after  that  Pobloff  might  return.  And 
hf  txMa^tA  at  least  ^  Mie^s  valet  wouM  be 
bade  frran  Nice,  to  bq^in  paddiqf  his  saber's  boxts. 

He  slipped  into  the  bedroom,  and  took  from  the 
bed  a  blanket  and  comforter.  These  he  draped 
above  the  hall  door,  to  muffle  any  chance  sound. 
Tbm  he  turned  to  the  northeast  comer  of  the  room, 
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where  stood  what  seemed  to  be  a  dressing  cabinet, 
with  littk  shelves  and  a  plate-glass  mirror  above  it* 
loe  lOwCT      oi  K  wsi  cowfia  oy  ■  ponantB  vow* 

wood  door. 

One  sharp  twist  and  pry  with  his  cold-chisel 
forced  this  flimsy  outer  door  away  from  its  lock. 
Beneath  it,  thus  lightly  masked,  stood  the  more  for- 
midaUe  nie  docM*  it^i  Duridn  drew  in  a  ^barp 
teeadi  of  relief  as  htMeed  at  it  with  crittad  ey<n. 
It  was  not  quite  the  sort  of  thing  he  had  expected. 
If  it  had  been  a  combination  lock  he  had  intended 
to  tear  away  the  woodwork  covering  it,  pad  the 
floor  wi^  tbe  bed  mattress,  and  &en  pry  it  over 
on  lace,  to  chisel  away  the  oemoit  that  he  kaew 
would  lie  under  its  vulnerable  sheet-iron  bottom. 
But  it  was  an  ordinary,  old-fashioned  lock  and  key 
"  Mennlicher,"  Durkin  at  the  first  glance  had  seen 
—  the  ac^  d  tUxoog  box  wlu^  a  Vwed  mmm 
cqfar  aelter,  at  home,  would  tcaredy  care  to  hefp 
on  his  premises.  Yet  this  was  the  deposit  vault  for 
which  hotel  guests,  such  as  Prince  Ignace  Sevendd 
Pobloff,  paid  ten  francs  a  day  extra. 

The  sound  of  footsteps  passing  down  the  hall- 
way  caused  the  intruder  to  draw  back  and  Umm. 
He  turned  quickly,  waited,  and  came  to  a  qakk, 
new  decision.  Before  doing  so,  howevo',  be  re- 
examined the  room  more  critically. 

This  Prince  Ignace  Slevenski  Pobloff  was,  ob- 
ywmty,  a  man  of  ta^  He  was  also  a  man  of 
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means  —  and  Durkin  wondered  if  in  that  fact  alone 
lay  the  reason  why  a  certain  young  Belgian  ad- 
ventureii  bm  touowiQ  niiii  troni  iws^ptr  to  iu* 
gediasy  and  from  A^!«dnt  to  C^valtur,  and  ham 
Gibraltar  still  on  to  the  Riviera.  1^  Ind,  at  my 
rate,  not  followed  a  scentless  quarry.  He  was  not 
the  mere  curled  and  perfumed  impostor  so  common 
to  that  little  principality  of  shams.  Even  the  gar- 
naoin  young  cntcagoaii,  xran  woofu  JLtttrkni  no 
secured  his  first  Casino  tickets,  was  aUe  to  vouch 
for  the  fact  that  Pobloff  was  a  true  boyard.  He 
was  also  something  or  other  in  the  imperial  diplo- 
matic service — just  what  it  was  Durkin  could  not 
at  the  inonicnt  mnendxr. 

1^  ht  mamA  his  mm,  pmme^  etmi^d&om  at 
to  the  moral  stability  of  this  true  boyard.  He  had 
quietly  witnessed,  at  Algeciras,  the  Prince's  adroit 
card  "riffling"  in  tiic  sun-parlors  of  The  Reina 
Cristina,  when  the  gouty  ex-ambassador  to  Persia 
had  parted  coaapaay  with  many  cmntxnoine  dol- 
lars. Durkin's  only  course,  ia  lii&t  time  of  adver* 
sity  and  humility,  had  been  one  of  silence.  But 
he  had  inwardly  and  adventurously  resolved,  if  ever 
Fate  should  bring  him  and  the  Prince  together  un- 
der drcran^ances  more  trntranumlled,  ht  wouki  not 
let  pan  a  diame  to  balance  ttp  tiutt  !^:er  of 
fHrmcely  venality.  For  here  indeed  was  an  adver- 
sary, Durkin  very  well  knew,  who  was  wcutby  of 
any  man's  steeL 
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So  the  intruder,  opening  and  closing  drawers  as 
he  went,  glanced  quickly  but  appreciatively  at  the 
highly  cmMatoniNl  ctrdt  lying  on  ^  ttte  rti- 
katlier«ovcrtd  writii^Hable>  at  the  litter  of  papers 
btwfaig  the  red  ami  blue  and  gold  of  the  triple- 
crowned  double  eagle,  at  the  solid  gold  seal,  at 
the  row  of  splendid  and  regal-looking  women  in 
silver  photograph  holckrs,  above  the  reading-desk, 
mi  t  dtcintfr  or  two  of  cnH^iii.  ht  rntt  oi^ 
drawers  of  this  desk  he  found  an  ivory-handled  re- 
volver, a  toy-like  thirty-two  caliber  hammerless,  of 
English  make.  Durkin  glanced  at  it  curiously,  no- 
ticed that  each  chamber  held  its  cartridge,  turned 
it  over  in  hit  hand,  replaced  it  ki  ^  drawer,  and 
after  a  maracBt't  thought,  took  it  out  once  more 
and  slipped  it  into  his  hip  pocket  Then  his  rap- 
idly roving  eye  took  in  the  sable  top-coat  flung  care- 
lessly across  the  foot  of  the  bed,  the  neat  little  heel- 
less  Tunisian  slippers  beneath  it,  the  glistening,  mUi- 
tuf4odiAag  boots,  eidi  carefully  nnrsing  its  Eag> 
li^  dioe-tree,  a  highly  embroidered  smoking-caq>, 
an  ivory-handled  shaving-set  in  its  stamped  mo- 
rorco  case,  one  razor  for  each  day  of  the  week, 
and  the  silver-mounted  toilet  bottles,  so  heavily 
chased. 

Havii«,  af^nrently,  made  car^  mental  note  of 

the  rooms,  Durkin  once  more  turned  back  to  the 
switchboard,  and  prying  loose  the  fluted  molding 
that  concealed  the  lighting-wires,  he  scraped  away 
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tfw  insulating  tissue  and  severed  the  th  A  of  cop- 
per with  a  sweep  or  two  of  hU  narrow  file.  He 
frit  safer,  in  tliat  cnfo«c«d  dwtrmw,  k»  thi  wtA 
wbiA  tajr  before  hktk 

The  liiask  gkxm  wm  punctuated  by  the  oee»* 
sional  flare  of  a  match  and  the  sil^nre  broken  nam 
and  then,  as  he  workc<!  before  tae  safe  by  th^ 
metallic  die'  and  scrape  of  s^  against  s  ami 
tfjr  &m  flKtfM  rasp  and  ^lAim  oi  \m  agstnat 
Ae  mut-covered  key  which  from  time  lo  t  me  he 
fitted  into  the  unyielding  safe  lock.  As  he  f  i  and 
tested  and  refiled,  with  infinite  care  an*  pa* —nee. 
his  preoccupied  mind  ranged  vaguely  a^^nj^  the 
channel  of  ^iought  wl»di  the  mi^  ^     km  kM- 

BeHr  mSflpeUCll       DSCHV  Inra^    £r  WUtlUMWU-  Wft* 

it  was  that  Fcwtum  sh(  Id       favor  those  wh 
stoc  !  the  least  in  need  of  he    smile.    For  fou 
nights  during  the  last  seven,  h    kne  -    the  PriiKs 
had  won,  and  won  heavily,  botii  :  i  li    Csmao  a^iti 

the  little  Bulgarian  prir^M  i^Uk  foeem 
across  the  corrilor  froi    his  own,  and  the  •  ful 
possessor  of  the     nn  litik  <h  smond  ^-  ith  whicri  he 
had  just  cut  hi'  way  i'^^  *  this  root  sumptjous 
dnmber.  Wm  &  .  no\..  cb»  i  U  ^  Ca- 

anOy  sfae  had  been'  IsBng  "tead^.  &  ^  iSiMiiMn  tlR 
ast  and  undirected  majorit;   al  vays  r  ^st  loae. 
Even  her  solitair  •  earrings  hp    been  take-  ^-^"ce 
md  piwned,  Durkin  knew.   Three  da>  oefore 


that,  too,  h*  maid  —  and  who  is  ever  tnybody  on 
the  Riviera  without  a  maid? — had  been  idoetmtljr 
■nd  wmMfy  diidaffed.  At  tfie  TMe  ft  Qb»' 
rmftt  tMt,  «•  wdQ,  Durkin  had  watched  tiie  \tM 
tb  msand-franc  note  of  the  Princess  wither  away. 
*'  And  this,  my  'ear,  will  mean  another  three  months 
V  ith  my  sweet  old  palsied  £>uc  de  la  HouqngnoUe," 
ite  had  laughix^ly  yet  tntterly  taabkati,  is  tteetSh 
M  E^k^  to  tfie  iinpMihrc  yomg  Qxlofd  imn 
who  W9$  then  do^  nng  her  heda.  She  was  a  wit, 
and  e  had  a  heauatul  hand,  even  though  she  was 
no  1  tr  than  the  rest  of  Monte  Girlo,  ruminated 
the  iK  breaker  easily,  as  he  squinted,  uader  the 
fiare  wi  a  wmtk^  at  l$m  wmd  inimutiwii  in  im 
wax-covered  key-All^ 

His  thoughts  went  back,  as  he  worked,  to  the 
timely  yet  unexr»*  ed  scene  at  the  stair-head,  two 
hours  before. ,  t^e  he  had  helped  a  slim  young 
fmmedtckmm  ^^portiiePrfaKesttoberrooiii, 
tfu^  fojnt  la^^  ^«  4one  her  best  to  drown  her 
ill  fortune  in  ah^  and  American  high-balls  — 
which,  he  knew,  w.  .  er  an  impossible  combination. 
She  had  collapsed  at  the  head  of  tltt  stairs,  and  as 
he  iad  btiped  lift  her  be  had  &at  eaui^  of 
the  sdSiaire  dianxn^  <m  the  &19  aad  slewter  fii^ier. 
Thif  leactionary  nxxxl,  in  the  faee  of  the  earlier 
more  tragical  hours  of  that  day  of  wearing  anxieties, 
was  almost  one  of  facetiousness.  He  seemed  to 
revel  in  the  memory  of  what,  in  tkne,  he  knew. 
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woukl  be  humiliating  to  him.  It  was  a  puny  little 
diamond  ring,  of  but  three  or  four  carats'  weight, 
he  mused,  and  yet  with  it  had  come  the  actual,  if 
not  the  moral,  turn  in  the  tide  of  all  his  restless 
activity  It  marked  tiie  momeat  when  file  teemed 
to  Ian  bade  to  its  older  waA  darker  areas;  it  was 
the  first  diminutive  milestone  on  his  new  road  of 
adventure.  But  he  would  return  the  ring,  of  that 
he  stoutly  reassured  himself,  for  he  still  nursed 
his  irtmic  sense  ol  justiM  in  the  nnaller  things. 
Yes,  he  would  return  tiw  rii^,  ht  rq>eated,  with 
fell  ever-recurrisif  iai^osite  scrupulosity,  lor  ^ 
young  Princess  was  a  lady  ot  l<nrtttstt  un(kr  an 
unlucky  star,  like  himself. 

Durkin  smiled  a  little,  over  his  wax-covered  key, 
at  be  still  ffled  and  fitted  and  listened.  Then  he 
gave  vent  to  an  afanc»t  inaudible  "Ah!"  lor  the 
\M  el  the  key  made  the  complete  circiih,  at  last,  and 
the  wards  of  the  lock  clicked  back  into  place. 

He  swung  open  the  heavy  iron  door,  cautiously, 
listened  ior  a  moment,  md  then  struck  ancAher 
ntttdi. 

That  Pc^loff  m^ifat  have  the  bank-notes  with 
him  was  a  contingency;  that  he  would  carry  about 
with  him  two  thousand  napoleons  was  an  absurdity. 
And  Durkin  knew  the  money  had  not  been  de- 
{»»ted— >to  aamtain  that  lad  been  part  ol  Ms 
^i^s  work.  The  PriiKe,  ol  coiirte»  was  a  prodi- 
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winnings  had  already  leaked  through  his  careless 
fingers  it  was  impossible  to  surmise.  Dttrksn  ewn 
Tesented  ^  ^boa^A  of  tiiat  cxtr»w^[«flce  —  as 
it  wens  ft  personal  and  obvious  injustice  to 
himseli   If  it  was  all  the  fruit  of  blind  chance,  if 
it  came  thus  unearned  and  accidental,  why  should 
he  not  have  his  share  of  it?   Already  Monte  Carlo 
had  taught  him  the  mad  tutotaky  for  money.  Birt 
now,  of  all  times,  it  was  aeeessary  for  him.  One- 
half,  OM-qoarter,  of  the  sum  which  this  careless- 
eyed  Slavic  aristocrat  had  carried  so  jauntily  away 
from  the  Trente  et  Quarante  table  would  endow 
him  with  the  means  to  count  nrto  to  own  ooee 
more  It  was  essential  tint  he  lecnre  his  idnews 
of  war,  emt  before  he  could  continue  his  search 
for  Frank,  or  rescue  her  from  the  dangers  that  be- 
set her,  if  she  still  wished  for  rescue.    If  he  re- 
gretted the  vmderground  and  underhand  steps 
through  which       momf  corfd  itooe  eome  iitto 
his  po8ses^»,  he  comcked  his  M  protesting  con- 
science with  the  claim  that  it  was,  after  all,  only  a 
battle  of  wit  against  disinterested  wit.    For,  self- 
delusively,  he  was  beginning  once  more  to  regard 
all  organized  society  and  its  ways  as  a  mere  hi- 
qntsMal  pioeeai  whic^  ^  advc^iooin  eotdi 
^nore  and  ^  lMcn*witled  could  circumvent 
Warfare,  such  as  his,  must  be  a  law  unto  itself! 

Then  he  gave  all  his  attention  to  the  work  be- 
fore him,  as  he  lifted  from  the  safe,  first  a  small 
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steel  despatch  box,  neatly  initialed  in  gold,  "  I.  S. 
P.,"  and  then  a  packet  of  blue-tinted  envelopes, 
held  together  by  two  rubber  bands,  and  written 
on,  here  and  there,  in  a  language  which  the  intruder 
aanuned  to  be  Riuaian.  Neict  came  a  japanoed-tin 
hoxf  idikii  proved  to  Ik^  no&mig  IxA  z  &t  oi 
quite  unintelligible,  Seidlitz-powder-colored  papers, 
and  then  what  seemed,  to  Durkin's  exploring  fin- 
gers, to  be  a  few  small  morocco  cases.  The  ques- 
tion iladied  throi^  Ids  mind :  What  if,  after  all, 
tiie  moaey  ht  was  kxrfdng  for  was  not  to  be  fcwnd! 
He  struck  still  another  match,  with  impatient  hands. 
His  first  fever  of  audacity  had  burned  itself  out, 
and  some  indefinite  cold  reaction  of  disdain  and 
disgust  was  setting  in.  Stooping  low,  he  peered 
into  the  safe  once  more. 

Then  he  gave  a  little  sigh  of  rdief.  For  there, 
beWwd  ft  row  of  books  that  looked  like  small 
ledgers  or  journals,  he  caught  sight  of  a  stout 
leather  bag,  tied  with  a  corded  silk  rope.  He 
dropped  the  bumed-out  end  of  the  match,  and, 
throwing  hi  in  am,  fifled  out  the  hag.  As  he 
piaoed  it  on  the  floor  the  muffled  dick  of  metal 
smote  on  his  ear.  He  wiped  the  sweat  from  his 
forehead,  with  a  sense  of  relief.  He  had  risked 
too  much  to  go  away  empty-handed. 

He  ton  at  the  carefo%  icnotted  cord,  first  with 
hh  infers  and  tiwn  his  teel!^.  It  wtt  aol 
10  Im^^  M^hi  hid'  hipid  ft  Bij|^  be   ©iii  nm 
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collected  second  thoughts,  indeed,  it  was  woefully 
light.  But  the  knot  defied  his  efforts.  He  took 
out  a  second  match,  and  was  <m  the  ptArt  ot  rtr3t> 
faigit 

Instead  of  doing  so,  he  stood  suddenly  erect,  and 
then  backed  noiselessly  into  the  remotest  comer  of 
the  room.  For  a  key  had  been  thrust  into  the  lock 
of  the  anteroom  door,  and  already  the  baaile  was 
being  slowly  turned  bsck, 

Dwkm's  breath  quicke'^ied  and  shortened,  and 
his  hand  swung  back  to  his  hip  pocket  Thai  he 
waited,  with  his  revolver  m  his  hand. 

He  counted  and  weighed  his  chances,  quickly, 
one  by  one,  as  he  stood  there,  in  Ae  tdack  sSence. 
He  caught  tiie  ^tmA  |^B»er  ai  tiie  reflected 
light  from  the  outer  room  as  the  door  opened  and 
closed,  sharply.    But  the  momentary  half-light  did 
not  give  him  a  glimpse  of  who  or  what  was  before 
him,  for  in  a  second  all  was  blackiwss  a^pain.  H» 
first  uneasy  thought  was  that  it  was  a  ^my  axtM 
num.  He  and  that  Other  were  alone  there,  in 
the  utter  darkness.   Neither,  now,  would  have  the 
advantage.   He  had  been  a  fool  to  leave  one  of 
the  doors  without  its  double  lock,  of  some  sort 
He  had  once  been  told  Ottt  H  was  idwayt  Jteoagb 
the  more  trivial  coi^tngeacy  that  ^  crnakal  was 
ultimately  trapped. 

He  strained  his  ears,  and  listened.    He  could 
bear  iu>thing.   Yet  he  was  positive  that  he  could 
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feel  some  approaching  presence.  It  may  have  been 
a  minute  vibration  of  f>  >'>ring;  it  may  have  been 
throu^  tiic  t^cntaosi  oi  sobk  occult  sixl&  mbw. 
But  be  was  mxtt  ci  that  mysUxUm  Other,  eooui^ 
closer  and  closer  to  him. 

Suddenly  something  seemed  to  stir  and  move  in 
the  darkness.  He  crouched,  with  every  nerve  and 
muscle  ready,  and  a  immient  later  he  would  have 
rdieved  the  te^m  with  loeae  wrt  oi  cry,  hui  he 
not  realized  that  it  was  the  wooden  Swiss  dodc 
above  the  cabinet,  begfinning  to  strike  the  hour. 

The  sound  came  to  an  end,  and  Durkin  was  as- 
suring himself  that  it  could  now  be  neither  Pobloff 
uor  the  valet,  when  a  seorad  sound  sent  a  tii^  of 
appB^nsKm  throt^fh  1^  fncne* 

It  was  the  blue  spurt  of  a  match  that  suddenly 
cut  the  blackness  before  him.  The  fool  —  1m  was 
striking  a  light  1 

Dttritin  crouched  lower,  and  watched  the  flame 
as  it  grew  cm  the  darkness.  The  direct  glare  of  it 
made  him  blink  a  little,  but  he  swung  his  revolver 
barrel  just  above  it,  and  a  little  to  the  right.  He 
was  more  confident  now,  and  quite  collected. 
However  it  all  turned  out,  it  could  not  be  much 
worse  than  starving  to  deaA,  mdcnoira  mti  aleae 
in  some  public  square  of  Monaco. 

As  the  tiny  luminous  circle  flowered  into  wider 
flame  the  match  was  held  higher.  Durkin  could 
see  the  rose-like  glow  between  the  phalanges  of  the 
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fingers  shidding  the  UglA  Tk«,  of  a  «dd«.  » 
face  grew  out  of  the  Wadtncss,  a  white  face  shad- 
owed by  a  plumed  hat.   It  was  a  woman's  face. 

Durido  kwered  his  wvdver.  slowly,  inch  by 
inch. 

It  was  his  wife  who  stood  Atre  ia  m  dailcaen, 
not  six  paces  amy  from  ten. 

"Ytml"  gasped  involuntarily,  mcredibly. 
Sheer  wonder  survived  his  instinctive  recoil  It 
was  the  bolt,  striking  twice  in  the  same  spot 

The  two  white  faces  looked  at  each  other,  gaped 
at  each  other,  insanely.  He  could  see  her  breaai 

COM  ni  go,  Aert^,  ^^^^^^  P*"°''  °^  . 

face,  and  the  rdaxed  lower  jaw  that  had  fallen  a  ht- 
tle  away  from  the  drooping  upper  lip.  But  she 
neither  moved  nor  spoke.  The  match  burned  to 
her  finger-ends,  and  f cU  to  the  floor.  Daftraess 
mvdoped  tlwm  agani.  m.   ui  i, 

**Yoo!*'  he  repei^^  vacuously.  The  black- 
ness and  the  silence  seemed  to  blanket  and  smother 
him,  like  something  tangible  to  the  touch.  He  took 
three  steps  toward  where  she  stiB  Hood  W8a»- 
less,  and  in  an  agonised  cried  oat  to  to: 

**  My  God,  Fmmk,  wkm  i$  Uf* 
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•mm  woKAV  wmua 

"  Ssssh! "  said  the  woman  under  her  breath,  as 
she  clutched  Durkin's  arm. 

He  shook  her  hand  off,  impatiently,  althoagh 
act  seeoMd  at  crosiiMirposas  with  his  own  wffl. 

"  But  you  — here!  "  he  still  gasped. 

"Oh,  Jim!"  she  half-moaned,  inadequately. 
Yet  an  aura  of  calmness  seemed  to  surround  her. 
Se  great  was  his  own  excitement  that  the  words 
hmm  from  him  ^  iaamrmm  wm,  ^fuw^,  and 
souaied  like  the  utterance  of  a  voice  not  his  own. 

"What's  it  mean!    How'd  you  get  here?" 

He  could  hear  her  shuddering,  indrawn  sigh. 

"What,  in  the  name  of  heaven,  do  you  want 
iniMK?  Why  don't  you  speak?  " 

'Smm-mm  m  mmmm  oi  wcAtdkm  nlence.  For 
^  fiat  time  it  seemed  to  come  home  to  him  that 
this  vfoman  who  conf rogattd  hkn  was  his  own  wife, 
in  the  flesh  and  blood. 

*'  What  are  you  doing  here?"  ^  demaniri 

riimTiTriT  rrm  in  i[te«M*«i  hMMar 
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onism,  to  some  note  of  ever-sustained  appeal  about 
her.  Even  through  the  black  gloom  that  Warfwtod 
and  blinded  him  some  phantaimal  mA  m^<am3eM 
mediiiia,  like  the  iimr^<^^  cim&  of  a  multiplex 
Iri^jgrfffc  system,  ir??  ei  to  carry  to  his  mind 
lome  secondary  messa£  some  thought  that  she 
herself  had  not  uttered.  She,  too,  was  suffering, 
but  she  had  not  shown  it,  for  such  was  her  way,  he 
remembcfed.  A  wai«  Of  qrmfati^  oltoated  his 
resemment  He  caught  her  in  his  arms,  hungrily, 
and  kissed  her  abandonedly.  He  noticed  tiiat  her 
skin  was  cold  and  moist. 

"  Oh,  Jim,"  she  murmured  again,  weakly. 

"It's  so  long,  isn't  it?" 

Thai  ^  adM       A  ^  ^  ^>"^ 

as  though  even  that  momentary  embrace  were  a 
joy  too  costly  to  be  comrtniiiffd,  "  Turn  on  the 
ti^,  quick!" 

"  I  can't,"  he  told  her.  "  I've  ctit  the  whres." 

He  f  dt  at  her  l^nd^,  Arougfa  the  iBtii&«  black- 
MM.  Skx  mts  sttt^g  a  little  now,  on  his  arm. 
It  bewildered  him  to  think  how  his  hunger  for  her 
could  still  obliterate  all  consciousness  of  time  and 
^ace. 

**  Why  didn't  you  write?"  die  pieaded  pftifoif. 
"I  did  imte— a  deaea  times.  Thai  I  tila- 

graphedl" 
"  Not  a  word  came! "  she  cried. 
"  llpi  I  wrote  twice  to  LondonI " 
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"And  those  never  came.  (M,  timyHlmg  was 

against  me !  "  she  moaned. 
"But  how  did  you  get  here?"  he  still  dfr- 

She  dkl  not  Monm  hn  <pertkm.  Instead,  she 
asked  him:  **  Wbm  M  foa  wead  the  Fans  let- 
ters?" 

"To  II  bis  avenue  Beaucourt." 

She  groaned  a  little,  impatiently. 

**mmk  vat  fooiisfc— I  mie  you  M  I  m 
leaving  there  —  that  I  Aad  to  go!  ** 

"  Not  a  line  reached  me!  " 

He  heard  her  little  gaq^  of  deqtair  before  she 
spoke. 

"I  p«it  out  of  ^re,"  she  went  on,  hur- 
r»%  and  evenfy,  n^h  a  vibrato  of  famkm 
her  crowded  utterance.  "There  wasn't  a  penny 
left  —  the  pupils  I  had  gave  up  their  lessons. 
What  they  had  heard  or  found  out  I  don't  know. 
TlMn  I  got  a  tiny  roaan  in  ^  rue  de  Sevres.  I 
8^  my  Uat  thmg,  then  our  wetWag  r»lg»  even, 
to  get  it." 

"And  then  what?" 

"I  still  waited  —  I  thought  you  would  know, 
or  find  out,  and  that  in  some  way  or  other  I  should 
stM  heut  horn  yoe.  I  wouM  lave  gam  to  ^ 
police,  or  aiNf  -"^ised,  bat  I  toiew  it  woiidat  be 

safe." 

Once  more  the  embittering  consdouoKU  of  some 
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dark  coalition  of  forces  against  them  swept  ov«r 
him.    Fate,  at  every  step,  had  frustrated  them. 
"  I  advertised  twice,  in  the  Herald?  ** 
"Where  wouW  I  sec  the  HeralS?'' 
**  But  yott  most  lave  known  I  was  trying  to  find 
you  —  tlmt  I  was  doing  everything  possible !  " 

"  I  knew  nothing,"  she  answered,  in  her  poig- 
nantly emotionless  voice.  And  the  thought  swept 
through  Durkin  that  something  within  her  had 
wiAered  uid  ified  doring  thote  last  grim  weeks 
of  nifferti^. 

**  But  here — how  did  you  get  here  —  and  what's 
this  I-ady  Boxspur  business?"  he  still  insisted. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  she  almost  moaned,  "  if  you'll  only 
wait  I'll  tell  you.   But  is  it  safe  to  stay  here? 
Have  you  tfioai^  wbm  wt  «fe?  " 
"  Yes;  it's  safe,  quite  safe,  for  an  hour  yet." 
"  Why  didn't  you  send  me  money,  or  help  me?  " 
she  asked,  in  her  dead  and  unhappy  monotone. 

"I  did,  eighty  francs,  all  I  had.  I  hadn't  a 
penny  left  I  dkin't  know  tiie  4xmaed  language. 
I  ft&mkA  tkoat  ia»  a  cat  in  a  strange  garret,  tmt 
I  tried  everything,  from  the  American  consul  at 
Nice  to  a  Herald  correspondent  at  San  Remo. 
Then  I  got  word  of  a  consiunptive  young  writer 
from  New  York,  at  Meittoee— bitt  be  died  Urn 
day  I  was  to  meet  him.  Then  I  beard  of  tiie  new 
Maroo^  statkm  Ae  coast,  and  worV--  at  wire- 
teM  few  tw9  wed^  imd  ma<k  twenty  doilars,  hdon 
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^  fteiNd  ne  for  not  l»tii«  aUe  to  Moi  a  message 
out  to  a  Kessina  fruit-steamer,  in  ItaUan.  Then  I 
chanced  on  the  job  of  doctoring  tip  a  genentor  oa 
an  American  yacht  down  here  in  the  bay.** 

"  Yes,  yes  —  I  know  how  hard  it  is! " 

**  But  Ibttnl  When  I  wm  en  board  at  work  I 
ovuie^  a  Stipme  Court  judge  and  a  special 
agent  from  the  Central  Office  in  New  York  and 
two  English  detectives  talking  over  the  loss  of  cer- 
tain securities.  And  those  securities  belong  to 
Richard  Penfiekir' 

Ha  kotir  that  die  had  ttartod,  at  tba  mtad  «l 
that  name. 

"  Penfield ! "  she  gasped.    "  What  of  him?  " 

"When  the  district-attorney's  men  raided  Pen- 
field's  New  York  gambling  chib,  one  oi  MkMhi 
new  men  got  away  with  Us  papers.  Thef  bad 
been  w^bdrawn  from  the  Filth  Aventie  Saie  De- 
posit Company,  for  they  were  mostly  cheques  and 
n^otiable  securities,  worth  about  two  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  dollars.  But  beyond  all  their  face 
vahie,  they  coaititulad  prima  facie  evidiaet  apdMt 
tne  ganfiBier. 

"  But  what's  all  this  to  us,  now?  " 

"They  were  smuggled  to  New  Jersey.  There 
the  Jersey  City  chief  of  police  todc  action,  and  this 
agent  of  Penfield's  carried  the  documents  across 
tiielforth  RtvCT  Wdi^  to  Stanford.  From  there 
be  fOt  back  to        York  aga^  where 
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he  met  a  second  agent,  who  h-  d  secured  passage  on 
the  Slavonia  for  Naples.   The  first  man  it  Mac- 

**  MacNnttt "  ejaculaled  the  listening  woman. 

"Yes,  MacNtMl  He  ccnnpromised  with  Pen- 
field  and  swung  in  with  him  when  the  district-at- 
torney started  pounding  at  them  both.  The  second 
man  is  a  lawyer  named  Keenan,  who  wu  ^barred 
for  ooaipiracy  in  the  Bniyton  divorce  case.  Kee- 
atn  mi  lite  i^pcrs  are  doe  at  Genoa  on  Friday. 
I  found  some  of  this  out  on  board  the  yacht.  I 
thought  it  over  —  and  it  was  the  only  way  open 
for  me.  I  couldn't  stand  out  against  it  sdl,  any 
longer.  I  ^ooi^  I  eodd  nialee  fhe  plunge,  «^ 
out  your  em  knowinif  it — toad  perii^ps  get 

enough  to  iGMfl  ffM  QUI  €4  99^  fBBOtt  flMiet  ttst 

thisl" 

You  had  given  me  up?  "  she  cried,  reprovingly. 

«« No  —  no  —  no  —  I'd  <Mjly  given  up  waiting  for 
ehmces  to  M  yow.  My  God,  doat  yoe  wppoM 
I  knew  you  needed  me! " 

"  It  would  have  been  too  late ! "  she  said,  in  her 
dead  voice.    "  It's  too  late,  already !  " 

"Then  you  don't  care?"  he  demanded,  almost 

"  X'fl  never  comphiln,  or  ivttie,  afmi"  ifae  an- 
swered with  dreary  listlessness. 

"  Then  why  are  you  in  this  room?  " 
"  /  mean  that  I've  gwen  up  myself.   I'm  in  it, 
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now,  M  deep  as  yout  I  eouUto't  figlit  it  tadc  mf 
loafer — it  W  to  come ! " 

"  Bitt  ^y,  and  how !   Why  don't  you  explain  ?  " 

He  coidd  feci  her  groping  away  from  him  in  the 
dtifaieie. 

'*  Wait,"  she  wt^pered. 
But  why  ahottld  I  wtk?"  be  demanded. 

"Listen!  That  second  room  door  is  still  un- 
locked, and  there's  danger  enough  here,  withoi;^  in- 
viting it." 

He  groped  after  her  into  the  twdroom.  He  toM 
hear  ittt  gentle  scrape  of  the  i»y  nd  the  moflled 
ioimd  of  the  lock  as  she  turned  it,  Icibwed  by  the 
cautious  slide  of  the  brass  bolt,  lower  on  the  door. 
He  waited  for  her,  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 
He  could  hear  her  sigh  of  weariness  as  she  sat 
down  OB  the  edge  of  the  disowiered  miMrcM. 
Then,  wmewibeiiag  M  he  had  c«  the  wires  of 
only  the  larger  room,  he  felt  his  way  to  the  button 
at  the  head  of  the  bed.  He  snapped  the  current 
open  and  instantly  the  blinding  white  light  flooded 
the  chamber. 

h  safe  ha%  wBCf  toager?**  she  asked  rcsl^ 
lessly,  pausing  a  moment  to  accusU»n  her  eyes  to 
^  light,  and  then  gazing  up  at  him  with  an  'm- 
personal  studiousness  of  stare  that  seemed  to  wall 
and  bar  her  of¥  from  him.  Still  again  he  was  op- 
{H-essed  by  seme  soise  ci  alienaticm,  of  looming 
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some  shadow  of  Oiw  f«eHng,  for  he  saw  the  look  of 
troubled  concern,  o  unspoken  pity,  that  cr^  over 
her  face;  and  he  turned  away  brusquely. 

She  spoke  his  name,  quietly ;  and  hi»  gSM  COMled 
mndtoter  ag^  »ie  wrtdwd  «■  «r»  widt 
and  hungry  eyes. 

Her  breast  heaved,  at  hit  aikiwe,  but  aU  ihe  said 
wt>:    "  Is  it  safe,  Jim ?  " 

"  Yes,  it's  perfectly  safe.  So  trt  «e  what  fom 
have  to  lay.  It  doean't  nwm  any  greattr  riak. 
We  wmSi  mAy  have  to  come  badi  afriB— lor 
I've  work  to  do  in  this  room  yet! " 

The  return  of  the  light  seemed  to  give  a  new  cast 

of  practicality  to  his  thoughts. 
"  What  sort  of  work?  **  Ife       vat  aUdflf  hte. 

"  Seventeen  hauM  mfoleoot  in  geld  to  ind,** 

he  answered  grimly. 

Oh,  it's  not  that,  not  that! "  she  said,  starttnff 
t^.    "  It's  the  papers,  the  Gibraltar  papers!  •* 

"  Papers? "  he  repeated  wooderingly. 

''Yet,  tke  intpgial  tpedficatioBt.  MIoiPi  « 
paki  agent  in  the  Frciich  aecret  service.  They  say 
he  was  the  man  who  secured  Kitchener's  Afghan- 
istan frcntler  plans,  and  in  some  way  or  other  had 
a  good  dcai  to  do  with  the  Curz<Mi  resignatfen.** 

"  Ah,  I  thought  Aere  was  wamsSmg  bdind  omr 
ptjpafvf 

"  A  year  ago  last  March  he  was  arrested  in  Ja- 
muo^  If  4«  &ttkb  atithorkiea,  for  tecuring  aecret 
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photogt^ht  <rf  lint  Pbrt  BojFd  fatMicttiotw.  tkiy 
court-martialed  one  of  the  non-cotnmissicmed  of- 
ficers  for  helping  him  get  an  admission  to  the  fort- 
ress, but  the  officer  shot  himself,  and  Pobloff  had 
the  plates  spirited  away,  so  the  case  fell  through. 
Now  he's  fot  dafBa^  of  every  Upper  Gallery 
and  every  new  fortifieatkm  of  the  Rock  at  &• 
braltar." 

"  But  why  waste  time  over  these  things?  " 

"Pobloff  got  them  through  an  English  officer's 
wile.  But  wei  weak— >aad  worae  — she  lost  her 
head  over  Um.  I  em*t  yoa  more  now.  But 
there  is  an  order  for  five  hundred  pounds  watting 
for  me  at  the  British  Embassy,  in  Rome,  from  the 
Foreign  Office,  if  I  secure  those  papers ! " 

"  That's  twenty-five  hundred  dollars?  " 

"  Yci^  afanoat** 

"  And  I  was  on  the  point  of  cravd^  away  widi 
a  few  napoleons  I "  said  Durkin  in  a  whisper.  He 
began  to  succumb  to  the  intoxication  of  this  rapidity 
of  movement  which  life  was  once  more  taking  on. 
£te  waa  qwed-mad,  like  a  motorist  on  a  white  and 
fendy  road.  m  gvar-ieciurrfay  ^mmj  and 
distrust  of  the  end  k^  coming  to  him. 

"  But  how  did  you  come  to  find  all  thb  ottt? 
What  happened  after  the  rue  de  Sevres?  " 

"Oh,  it  was  all  easy  and  natural  enough,  if  I 
co^  only  pot  k  words.  AHer  a  lew  days, 
ita  I  w  huiHMj  and  sick,  I  wiBt  t9  OMof  ^ 
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English  hotels.  I  would  have  taken  anything,  even 
ft  lurvanl's  wofk,  I  bcUevc*" 

He  cuned  himadf  to  tiiink  that  it  wm  tlitwigh 
him  that  slw  had  come  to  such  things. 

"But  I  was  lucky,"  she  went  on,  hurriedly. 
"One  afternoon  I  stumbled  on  a  weeping  lad/s 
maid,  cm  the  verge  of  hysterics,  who  fomd  «ooach 
confidence  fai  me,  ki  thne,  to  tctt  me  tiuA  her  mis- 
tress had  gone  mad  in  her  room  and  was  clawing 
down  the  wallpaper  and  talking  about  killing  her- 
self. It  was  true  enough,  in  a  way,  I  soon  found 
out,  for  it  was  an  English  noblew<»nan  who  had 
fought  widi  her  husband  two  weeks  before  ki  Lon- 
don, and  had  ran  away  to  Paris.  What  she  had 
d^ped  into,  and  gone  through,  and  suffered,  I  could 
only  guess;  but  I  know  this:  that  that  afternoon 
she  had  drunk  half  a  pint  of  raw  alcohol  when  the 
frightened  maid  had  k>Gkcd  her  ki  ^  baA-room. 
So  I  pmfaed  ki  and  took  ckarfe.  Fintlwkwdto 
lie  wonnn't  taafeand.  Lord  Boxspur,  who  sent  me 
money,  at  orK»,  and  an  order  to  bring  her  home  as 
quietly  as  possible.  He  met  us  at  Calais.  It  was  a 
terrible  ordeal  for  me,  all  through,  for  she  tried  to 
jump  overboard,  in  the  Chamd,  and  wn»  to  teane, 
so  hopelewly  iaaane,  tiiat  a  week  alter  we  reached 
London  she  wu  namnHn*!  to  aema  aort  fcknM 
a^rtam." 

"  And  then?  "  asked  Durkin. 

"Then  Boxspur  thought  ^  pouStfy  I  kacir 
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too  much  for  his  personal  comfort.  I  rather  think 
he  looked  on  me  as  dangerous.  He  put  me  off  and 
put  me  off,  until  I  was  glad  to  snatch  at  a  position 
in  a  iMxt-of-kin  agency.  But  in  a  fortnight  or  two 
Iii«iev<»tBet«jM^kavek.  Tfaea  I  vrant  btdk 
to  Lord  Boxspur,  who  this  time  sent  me  helter- 
skelter  back  to  Paris,  to  bribe  a  blackmailing  news- 
paper woman  from  giving  the  details  of  his  wife's 
misfortunes  to  the  Qmtinental  correspondent  of  a 
I.<ondon  ncnSjr.  But  even  when  iSxaA  was  &mw, 
aad  I  had  beeo  dalx  paid  for  w(»k,  I  was  <mly 
secure  for  a  few  weeks,  at  the  outside.  All  along 
I  kept  writing  for  you,  frantically.  So,  when 
things  began  to  get  hopeless  again,  I  went  to  the 
Brit^  ExEbauy.  1  had  to  Ik,  terribly,  I'm  afraid, 
hdkn  I  wiM  get  an  audience,  fim  with  an  umto 
seoretary,  and  then  with  the  ambassador  himself. 
He  said  that  he  regretted  he  could  do  nothing  for 
me,  at  least,  officially.  He  looked  at  my  clothes, 
and  laughed  a  little,  and  said  that  of  course,  in 
CMCi  of  absdute  destitttti(»i  he  som^^^  con- 
pelled  to  come  to  the  help  of  his  fellow-countrynMi» 
I  told  him  that  I  knew  the  world,  and  was  willing 
to  undertake  work  of  any  sort.  He  answered  that 
such  cases  were  usually  looked  after  at  the  consul- 
ts wbA  advised  nt  to  go  ^ere.  l^it  I  M^*t  pve 
him  m  mm.  I  told  bka  I  was  resourceful,  mad 
experienced,  and  might  undertake  even  miem  ^ 
iM^mlm  lot  1^  until  I  had  heard  Iciiii  my  tam^ 
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band.  Then  he  hesitated  a  little,  and  asked  mc  if  I 
knew  the  Continent  well,  and  if  I  was  $m*m  to 
traveling  atone.  Then  he  csffied  maAe^  «^  «o 
his  td^hotw,  and  in  a  few  minutes  came  out  and 
^ook  his  head  doubtfully,  and  advised  me  to  apply 
at  the  consulate.  Instead  of  that,  I  went  not  to 
the  Englisl ,  but  to  the  American  consul  first.  He 
told  me  that  in  five  wedcs  a  aoKi^tMi  irfeai  ©f 
Ids  was  sailtag  from  Havre  f&mmmYoA,  wad  that 
it  naiglit  not  be  ka^mMt  to  hne  mc  imimI 
along." 

"That's  what  they  always  say!* 
"  It  was  tiM  best  he  could  do.  Then  I  wtot  to 
^  Bri^  emmL  B«  atoot  itfintoto» 

whi^  left  mm  fai«fc;  mi  tmi  to  pun^  me, 
left  me  fe^htened.  But  he  could  do  nothing,  he 
told  me,  except  in  the  way  of  a  personal  donation, 
and  that,  he  assumed,  was  out  of  the  question.  So 
1  went  back  to  the  En*a«sy  once  moft.  I  #toft 
fern  tl»  iiMt,  lew  sorat  mamm  m  ^tSm, 

tht  ■iliiiiiiiiliir  tilieved  in  me.  He  gave  me  a 
week's  trial  as  a  sort  of  second  deputy  private  sec- 
retary, indexing  three-year-old  correspondeiKe  and 
copying  Rovunanian  agricultural  reports.  Then  ht 
put  tat  cm  ordinance-r^wrt  wctffc.  Then  tcmie- 
thing  tefiwi  —  I  Wt  go  into  details  now  —  to 
arouse  my  suspicions.  I  rummaged  through  the 
storage  closet  in  my  temporary  office  and  looped 
his  telephone  wire  with  twenty  fccct  of  number 
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twelve  wire  from  a  broken  electric  fan,  and  an  un- 
tiMd  tnuwiritter.  Then,  scrap  by  scrap,  I  picked 
op  my  first  kiklings  of  what  was  at  that  moment 
worrying  the  Foreign  Office  aai  the  people  at  the 
Embassy  as  well.  It  was  the  capture  of  the  Gi- 
braltar specifications  by  Prince  Slevenski  Pobloff. 
When  a  Foreign  Office  secret  agent  telephoned  in 
tfMt  FlDiioff  M  Ima  Mea  in  Nice,  I  fought  against 
tte  temfitation  for  half  a  day,  tim  I  went  ttn^^ 
to  the  ambassador  and  told  him  wlnrt  I  Jmew,  hot 
not  how  I  came  to  know  it.  He  gave  me  two 
hundred  francs  and  a  ticket  to  Monte  Carlo,  with 
a  letter  to  deiivcr  in  Rome,  if  !)y  any  chance  I  should 

"That  woold  give  us  the  show  we  mmtt  Tk§t 
would  g^ve  us  a  chance! " 

She  did  aoi  understand  him.  "A  <kmm  lor 
what?" 
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Ditrkin  was  pad^  up  and  down  tl»  small  room 
in  Ws  itockhiged  feet,  looking  at  her,  from  time 
to  time,  with  a  detached,  but  ever  studiously  alert 
glance.  Then  he  came  to  a  stop,  and  confronted 
her.  The  memory  of  the  night  before,  in  the 
Promenade,  At  miden  g&npse  oi  her  profile 
against  fkm&ag  aolonobile  cnrtafai,  came  faedc 
to  his  mind,  with  a  stab  (rf  pain. 

"  But  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  Lady  Box- 
spur?"  he  suddenly  demanded,  wondering  how 
long  he  should  be  able  to  have  faith  in  ttot  kmer, 
fflitlifft^iww  integrity  ei  ttun  Ittdi  pMnd 

through  »o  many  trials  and  survived  so  many  ca- 
lamitks.  But  she  hurried  on,  as  thouj^  vaaamr 
ackms  of  both  his  tone  and  his  attitude. 

"That  has  more  to  do  with  the  next-of4dn 
agency.  I  kft  it  oat,  ^  eowae,  but  if  yon  mmi 
know  it  now,  and  here,  ttmmymlam  went  or 
two." 

"  One  naturally  wants  to  know  nAm  QOe't  wife 
ascends  into  the  aristocracy  1" 
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"  And  a  Mercedes  touring  car  as  well !  But,  oh, 
Jim,  surely  you  and  I  don't  need  to  go  back  to  all 
Hmt  sort  of  thing,  at  this  sts^  of  the  ganM,"  $ibm 

with  a  perverse  sense  of  injury  at  his  treatment,  o( 
injustice  at  his  coldness,  even  in  the  face  of  the  in- 
rongruous  circumstances  under  which  they  had  met. 

But  she  went  on  speaking,  resc^ely,  as  though 
to  purge  Inr  iMl,  inrift^^iH^^^agli^^ 

**  'Siigt  Msct-ef-kin  agency  was  a  Sxigy  Ihte 
office  up  two  dingy  stairs  in  Giancery  Lane.  For 
a  few  days  their  work  seemed  bearable  enough, 
though  it  hurt  wot  to  see       all  their  meaB»  ^tms 

sdvrays  the  miserably  poor,  the  »;dmerged  smds  with 
romantic  dreams  of  impending;  good  fortune,  which, 
of  course,  always  just  escaped  them.  That,  I  could 
endure.  But  when  I  found  that  the  agency  was 
tnanching  out,  and  was  «:ttully  trying  to  pmmBt 
me  for  iiiq>ecti<m  as  a  tMe^  bnrcss,  in  sore  ttttit 
of  a  secret  and  immediate  marriage.  I  revolted,  at 
once.  Then  they  calmly  proposed  that  I  embark 
for  America,  as  some  sort  of  bogus  count^s  —  and 
wliUe  wore  sttU  talking  and  deba^g'  ewr 
what  miki  wad  strictly  limited  tsti^vs^pam^  Ihey 
would  stand  for,  and  just  what  expenses  they  wocdd 
allow,  I  bolted!  But  their  scheming  and  plotting 
had  given  me  the  hint,  for  I  knew,  if  the  waist 
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one  to  the  worsts  I  woald  not  be  altogether  un- 
dir  the  thumb  of  Lord  Boxspur.   So  when  I  came 
South  from  Paris  I  simply  assumed  the  title  — it 
simplified  so  many  things.    It  both  gave  me  oppor- 
tunities and  protected  me.   If,  to  gain  my  ends  tad 
to  wmBommAm  nagr  tmk&tf,  I^keesnie  tl»  ooesnooid 
gaeit— ^temerober,  Jan,  the  most  discreet  and 
guarded  guest !  —  of  Count  Anton  Szapary  —  who 
carried  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  away  from 
the  Vienna  Jockey  Club  a  month  or  two  ago  —  you 
must  simply  try  to  im^^  ead  jttitily  the  meant. 
X  was  M  ^ymg  to  get  m  too^  with  you.  One 
of  his  automobiles  was  always  politely  placed  at 
my  disposal.    It  was  a  chance,  well,  scarcely  to  be 
missed.    For,  you  see,  it  was  my  intention  to  meet 
His  Highness,  the  Prince  Ignaoe  Sevenski  PoWoff, 
mider  sl^^^y  SSer^  ciroanstances  than  would 
ptevatl  if  he  and  his  valet  should  quietly  step 
through  that  door  at  the  present  moment !  " 

She  laughed,  a  little  bitterly,  with  a  reckless 
shrug  of  the  shoulders.  Durkin,  nettled  by  tfie 
sound  of  tragedy  in  her  voice,  did  not  lila  the  sound 
la^^  "^m,  as  he  looked  at  her  more  crit- 
ically, he  saw  that  she  was  white  and  worn  and 
tired.  But  it  was  the  words  over  which  she 
had  laughed  which  sent  him  abruptly  hurrying 
into  the  next  rown  with  a  l%MKd  matdt,  to  tttA 
the  hsm  from  ^  little  ^viss  dode  above  the 
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*♦  If  we're  after  anything  here  we've  got  to  get 
it  t "  be  said,  with  coiiicMii»  fom^iieM.  **  It's  later 

I  thought.  " 

"Very  well,"  she  answered,  quietly  enough. 
Then  dM  tamed  to  Um,  m  be  waited  with  hk 
hwdMite  bedfeeoi  Hi^Mmoa,  bcfofe  tiriiGbiaf 

it  off. 

"  You  need  never  be  afraid  that  I  will  bother  you 
with  any  more  of  my  hesitations,  and  scruples,  and 
half-timid  qualms,  as  I  once  did  AH  is  over 
and  dm  ^AS^  I  led,  now,  that  imtn  both  m 
this  sort  of  work  from  necessity,  and  not  1^  acci- 
dent It  has  gripped  and  engulfed  us,  now,  for 
good." 

He  raised  a  hand  to  stop  her,  stung  to  the  quidc 
by  the  misery  and  bitterness  of  her  voice,  still  ask- 
nig  himMM  it  was  not  oidy  the  bitter  cry  of  km 
for  some  neglectfttf  love's  re^.  Bat  aba  wrnvg^ 
on,  abandonedly. 

"  There's  no  use  quibbling  and  fighting  against 
it  We've  got  to  keep  at  it,  and  wring  out  of  it 
what  t*'e  tm,  and  always  go  back  to  it,  and  bend  to 
it,  and  stiM  Isa^at  it,  to  ^  bitter  end  I " 

"  Frank,  you  mustn't  say  this! "  he  cried. 

"  But  it's  truth,  pure  truth.  We're  only  going 
to  live  once.  If  we  can't  be  happy  without  doing 
the  l^igs  we  oi^t  not  to  do — then  w^  shnptjr 
have  to  be  cmmmls.  But  I  want  my  share  of  the 
jogr  <rf  llwag — I  vnmt  my  hafptoesst  I  waitt  ^1 
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I  lost  you  once,  and  almost  forever,  by  hopfa^  k 
oo«ld  be  the  other  way  —  bitt  k't  too  li^t " 
"Frank!  "he  pleaded. 

"  I  wttH  you  to  lee  where  we  are,"  die  said,  with 

mDw  whi  OTimiV  WKmtKBUm^t       MM  •  MB  w  wm  WKWmi 

from  it,  now^  or  mm  ■pin,  yen  aimI  d»  H— jiMi 

She  drew  herself  together,  with  a  little  shiver. 
**Come,"  she  said,  "  we've  got  our  work  to  do! " 
Hi  looMd  1^  htr  wh^  iioa  for  urn  OMnent,  in 

button. 

"  We  had  better  look  through  the  safe  at  once.** 
she  went  on  apathetically.  Something  in  her  t  v\t, 
if  ixA  her  wwdt  dwmsdves,  as  she  had  sp(^«u, 
seirt  a  wave  of  what  was  looro  tei  irtartied  ntery 
through  her  husband.  He  once  nK>re  felt,  al- 
though he  felt  it  vaguely,  the  note  of  impending 
tragedy  which  she  was  so  premonitarily  sounding. 
It  brought  to  him  a  dim  and  hurried  vision  of  that 
^"Off  inevitabit  ettaati«phe  iMdi  lay,  loao- 
where,  at  the  end  of  the  road  they  were  trav^^f* 
Their  only  hope  and  solace,  it  seetmd  to  him,  nuM 
thereafter  lie  in  feverish  and  sustained  activity. 
They  must  lose  themselves  in  the  dash  and  whirl  of 
daring  moments.  And  it  was  not  hem  pteanire  or 
frandioitt,  now;  wsitoUvt.  Theyn^acttM' 
perish;  they  must  plot  and  counterplot,  or  be  Stth- 
merged.  Yet  he  would  do  what  ha  could  to  aafO 
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himself,  as  she,  in  turn,  must  do  what  she  could  lor 
herself  —  if  they  >  ime  to  the  end  of  their  rope. 
A  mimtte  later  they  were  bending  together  over 

iBg  mtKact.      inis  ttnie  tn^  wcft  Docn  oo  tnctr 

knees. 

"  You  run  through  these  papers,  while  I  see  what 
can  be  done  with  the  despatch  box,"  he  whiqiered 
to  her.  Then  te  put  the  little  package  of  veHai 
between  tteiit  lo  thqr  ipimIc  ^  tiicir  own 
light.  From  time  to  time  the  soft  spurt  of  the 
lighting  match  broke  the  silence,  as  Frank  hur- 
riedly ran  her  eye  over  the  different  packets,  and 
at  hurriedly  $xb^  tihem  back  into  the  nit. 

It  was  a  rdief  to  Dnrfcin  to  diiiik  that  he  at 
leaft  had  someone  beside  him  who  coidd  read 
French.  Busy  as  he  was,  he  incongruously  re- 
called to  his  mind  how  he  once  used  to  study  the 
little  printed  announcements  in  his  hotel  rooms, 
wondering,  ruefully,  if  the  delphic  text  meant  that 
lights  and  fires  were  extra,  and  if  batl»  must  be 
paid  for,  and  vainly  trying  to  diieover  irtw*  Wi 
last  basket  of  wood  might  cost. 

Yes,  he  told  himself,  he  was  a  hunter  out  of  his 
dewaiB.  He  would  ahmyi  fed  bltoidhited  and 
iMeenre  in  this  land  of  i^ns  and  unknowni.  He 
even  sympathetically  wondered  who  it  was  that  had 
said:  "Foreigners  are  fools!"  Then  a  sudden, 
irraticmal,  inconsequential  sense  of  gratitude  took 
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possession  of  him,  as  he  felt  and  heard  the  wonum 
at  work  80  close  betide  him.   There  was  a  feding 

of  oonpMiioiithip  dbont  il  tint  nadt  tiM  donbte  M 
wortk  frtiile. 

"  There's  nothtnf  htff  I "  Fnnk  wm  myk^  vo- 
der her  breath. 

"  Then  it  must  be  the  box  I "  he  told  her. 

Dinfcfai  knew  it  was  already  too  late  to  file  and 
fit  a  skdtloii  kejr.  Hii  &vt  impidia  was  to  bury 
the  box  under  a  muflling  pile  of  bedding  and  ani 
a  bullet  or  two  through  the  lock.  But  his  wan- 
dering eye  caught  sight  of  a  Morocco  sheath-knife 
abov«  them  ca  the  wall,  and  a  moment  later  he  had 
the  point  of  it  vmi»  the  sted-boond  Hd,  and  at 
pried  it  flew  open  with  a  snap. 

He  waited,  listening,  and  lighting  matches,  while 
Frank  went  through  the  papers,  with  nervous  and 
agile  fingers,  mumbling  the  inscriptions  as  she  hur- 
riedly read  md  cast  then  away  from  her. 

"  I  thom^  so  f  **  she  saki  at  last,  crisply. 

The  packet  held  half  a  dozen  blueprints,  together 
with  some  twelve  or  fourteen  sheets  of  plans  and 
specifications,  on  tinted  "  flimsy."  Durkin  noticed 
they  were  drawn  19  in  red  and  black  ink,  and  that 
at  the  botti^u  ^  ea^  documeiU  were  paragraphs 
of  My-^wnned,  scholarly-looking  wr^tag .  One 
glance  was  enough  for  them  both, 

Frank  refolded  them  and  caught  them  together 
with  a  rubber  band.   Then  she  thrust  them  into  the 
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boMOi  of  her  dresi.  Both  ro«e  to  ^  leet,  for 
tolfc  were  filltd  with  tiie  sdlsm  Mddm  ftiiioB  to 

get  into  the  opOi  once  more. 

"That  must  go  back,  now!"  whispered  Frank, 
for  Durkin  was  stooping  down  again,  over  the 
leather  bag  that  hdd  the  napdeom. 

**  Thank  heaven,"  he  answered  gratefolly,  **  it's 

Mttimtt" 

"  Not  yet! "  she  whispered  back,  bitterly,  as  she 
heard  the  chink  and  rattle  of  metal  in  the  darkness. 
But  some  day  it  might  be. 

Then  she  heard  another  sound,  wWch  eattaed  her 
to  catch  quickly  at  Durkin's  arm.  It  was  the  sound 
of  a  key  turning  in  the  lock,  followed  by  an  impa- 
tient little  French  oath,  and  the  weight  of  a  man's 
body  against  the  resisting  door.  Then  the  oath  was 
repeated,  and  a  second  key  was  turned,  this  time 
in  tiie  neiffa' door. 

**  It's  Pdrfoff ! "  she  whispered. 

She  had  felt  the  almost  galvanic,  precautionary  re- 
sponse of  Durkin's  body;  now  she  could  hear  his 
whispered  ejaculation  as  he  clutched  at  her  and 
thrust  her  back.   ^ 

"  You  warn  get  away,  cpdde,  whatever  h^pens," 
he  said  hurriedly.  There  was  a  second  tremor  and 
rattle  of  the  door;  it  might  come  in  at  any  moment. 

"Don't  think  of  me,"  she  whispered.  "It's 
you!" 

*•  But,  my  God,  howTl  yott  get  oat  of  !» 
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demanded,  in  a  quick  whisper.   He  was  trying  to 

force  her  back  into  the  little  anteroom. 

"No,  no;  don't!"  she  answered  him.  "I  can 
manage  it  —  more  easily  than  you !  " 

** But  how?** 

He  was  still  aowding  vbA  ^Bxmisg  her  back» 
as  though  mere  retreat  meant  more  assured  safety. 

"  No,  no! "  she  expostulated,  under  her  breath. 
**  I  can  shift  for  myself.  It's  you  —  you  must  get 
away!** 

^  was  forcing  the  padket  from  li»r  botom  hito 
his  hands. 

"Take  care  of  these,  quick!  Now  here's  the 
window  ready.  Oh,  Jim,  get  away  while  you've 
got  the  chance ! " 

"  X  can't  do  HI  *' he  protested. 

**  You  nma,  I  tdl  yoo.  I  woukhi't  Iw  to  yonl 
Oa  vey  yxsxBKXt  I  promise  you  I'll  come  out  of  this 
room,  unharmed  and  free  I  But  quick,  or  we'll  both 
lose!" 

Even  in  that  moment  of  peril  the  thought  that 
she  was  still  ready  to  face  this  much  ios  him  fi^ 
h»  doken  body  with  a  glow  that  was  nx»e  keenly 
ca^tosting  than  wine  itself.  There  was  no  time 
for  words  or  demonstration:  the  action  carried  its 
own  eloquence. 

He  was  already  halfway  through  tfie  opmed  wki- 
dow,  hi^  he  tiWMd  btffki 

tjo  yoD  vtm^  ineBr   oe  iwimii 
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He  could  hear  the  quick  catch  of  her  l»«ath. 

"Good  or  bad,  I  love  you,  Jim!  Yott  know 
that!    Now,  hurry,  oh,  hurry!  " 

He  caught  her  hand  in  his  —  that  was  all  there 
was  tane  lor— whik  with  his  free  hand  Durkin 
tiintst  the  padc^  down  nito  his  pocket 

"  If  it  turns  oat  wrong  —  I  mean  if  anything^ 
should  happen  to  me,  go  straight  to  the  Embassy 
with  them,  in  Rome.    Good-bye !  " 

"  Ah,  then  you  do  expect  danger! "  he  retorted, 
already  back  at  the  wnidow  ^;atn. 

"No— no!"  she  whispered,  resohitdy,  barrii^ 
his  ingress.    "Hurry!  Good-bye!" 

"Good-bye,"  he  whispered,  as  he  slipped  down 
on  his  hands  and  knees  and  crawled  along  the  bal- 
cony, like  a  cat,  through  the  darkness. 

that  the  woman  doaed  the  window,  and  waited. 
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"  FOKEIUNERS  ARB  FOOLS  " 

Frances  Duxictn,  as  she  turned  bade  into  tiie  <hrk« 

ness  of  the  room,  desperately  schooled  herself  to 
calmness.  She  warned  herself  that,  above  all,  she 
must  remain  clear-headed  and  collected,  and  act 
coolly  and  decisively,  when  the  moment  for  action 
arrived. 

But  as  the  seconds  slipped  by,  and  tile  ^ence  le- 
mained  unbroken,  a  skred  of  forlorn  hope  came 
back  to  her.  Each  moment  meant  more  assured 
safety  to  her  husband  —  he,  at  least,  was  getting 
away  unscathed  and  unsuspected.  And  that  left 
hat  afanost  satisfied. 

She  still  waited  and  listened.  Perhaps,  after  all, 
the  Prince  had  taken  his  departure.  Perhaps  he 
had  gone  back  to  the  portier's  office,  for  explana- 
tions. Perhaps  it  had  not  even  been  Pobloff  — 
merely  a  drunken  stranger,  mistaken  in  his  room 
nwi^,  or  servants  witii  a  mmn^  or  with  ^ol 

She  groped  softly  across  the  room,  until  she  came 
to  the  door.  She  found  it  draped  and  covered  with 
a  heavy  blanket.  Holding  this  back,  she  slipped 
under  it,  and  peered  through  the  keyhole  into  the 
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aiuminated  hallway.  There  seemed  to  be  nobody 
outside* 

"It  ia  a  rule  of  iiie  game,  I  believe,  never  to 

Aoot  the  rabbit  mitil  it  is  on  the  run! " 

The  words,  spoken  in  excellent  English,  and 
barbed  with  a  touch  of  angry  cynicism,  smote  on  her 
startled  ears  like  an  Alpine  thunderclap. 

She  emerged  from  under  the  blanket,  slowly,  ig- 
nominioo^,  ashamed  <rf  even  tier  Feeping^-Tom 
id>andonment  of  dignity. 

As  she  did  so  she  saw  herself  being  looked  at 
with  keen  but  placid  eyes.  The  owner  of  the  eyes 
in  one  hand  held  a  lighted  bedroom  lamp.  In  his 
other  hand  he  hekl  a  flat,  diort4)arrded  pocket  re- 
volver, of  bumidied  gnn-metal,  imj  iIk  see 
the  lamplight  glimmer  ak»g  its  side  as  it  menaced 
her. 

She  did  not  ga^  —  nor  did  she  shrink  away,  for 
with  im  ^  ntuation  was  not  so  novel  as  her  an- 
tagonnt  migl^  have  fanagined.  Indeed,  as  she 
gaaed  bade  at  hhn,  motionless  die  saw  ^  look  of 
"*^""g  wonder  which  ci^t,  ahnost  involun- 
tarily, over  his  white,  lean,  Slavic-looking  face. 

Frances  Durkin  knew  it  was  PobloflF.  He  was 
tall,  CBBq^ttcmally  tall,  and  she  noticed  that  he  car- 
ried  €^  his  faultlessness  of  attire  wi&  that  stiff  but 
tranquil  hauteur  which  seems  to  ccnne  only  witih  a 
military  training.  The  forehead  was  high  and 
white  and  promiaer.t,  with  oddly  marked  depress 
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sions,  now  thrown  into  shadow  by  the  lamp  light, 
above  and  behind  the  highly-arched  eyebrows,  on 
eadi  extremity  of  the  ftrmtal  hom.  The  noae  was 
Soc^^^  ttid  iHisvi9w^'l^cS^l^^ody  iHtd  ^^^it  ^ftoi^  ^^m^^  yvss 
unusually  long  and  narrow,  and  now  quite  color- 
less. This  gave  a  darker  hue  to  the  thin  mustache 
and  the  trim  imperial,  through  which  she  caught  a 
glint  of  white  teeth,  in  what  seemed  half  a  smile 
and  half  a  nuoi  The  ha£r  was  parted  abnort  in 

XiMI  CwCRVvb  V  iiCTH  wO  COv  TIKBm  UIB  MC  SO*  bW* 

bted  ^bmSam  about  the  sunken,  yet  still  br^t  eyes, 
he  would  be  called  a  youthful-looking  man.  She 
understood  why  women  wouki  always  i^eak  of  hm 
as  a  handscmie  man. 

"  I  am  iorry,  but  I  was  compdted  to  foree  the 
bolt,"  he  sakl,  itowly,  with  Ui  eniginatic  anik; 

She  still  kxdced  at  him  in  nlence,  f  rcmi  under  low- 
ered brows.  Her  iagefi  wtrt  kxldng  and  nnkxic- 
ing  nervously. 

"  And  to  what  do  I  owe  this  visit  ?  "  he  denumded 
mockmgly.  He  was  quite  dote  to  ber  bgr  tiib  tfanet 

She  took  a  step  backn^Kd^  Sm  tosSd  even  tm& 
brandy  on  his  breath. 

"  YoUr  Eqglidi  ia  admirable  1"  she  answered,  as 
modcingly. 

"At  yem  energy!"  he  retorted,  taking  a  step 
Muer  tfie  stJn  open  4oor.  Then  he  tooted  lAoot 
the  room,  slowly  and  comprehensively.  On  his  fact, 
in  the  strong  skldigfat,  she  couU  see  mirrored  each 
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fresh  discovery,  as  step  by  step  he  covered  the  course 
of  the  completed  invasion.  She  followed  bia  f*t, 
wWch  now  rested  on  the  rifled  safe. 

A  little  otth,  in  RuMian,  middenly  escaped  his 
Hps. 

Then  he  turned  and  strode  into  the  anteroom,  and 

she  could  hear  him  making  fast  and  locking  the 
outer  hall  door.  Then  he  withdrew  the  key,  and 
came  bade  to  her. 

**  I  must  still  r^rd  you,  of  course,  at  nr^  guert/' 
he  said  slowly,  with  hit  ea^  menace. 

"  You  Europeans  always  give  ns  lessons  in  the 
older  virtues!"  she  retorted,  at  mockingly  at  be- 
fore, in  her  soft  contralto. 

He  lootciii  at  her,  for  a  moment,  in  puzzled  won- 
der. Then  he  held  the  lamp  closer  to  her  face. 
He  nursed  no  illusions  about  w<mien.  Francet 
Durkin  knew  that  for  years  now  he  had  made  them 
his  tools  and  his  accomplices,  never  his  dictators 
and  natters.  But  as  he  looked  into  the  pale  face, 
wiA  the  shadowy,  ahnort  Itnninous  violet  eyes,  and 
the  soft  droop  of  the  full  red  lips,  and  the  still 
girlish  tenderness  of  line  about  the  brow  and  drin, 
and  then  at  the  betraying  fulness  of  throat  and 
bosom,  the  mockery  died  out  of  his  smile. 

It  was  supplanted  by  a  look  more  ominously  pur- 
pose more  gHndy  detert^ied. 

"  What,  madam,  did  you  come  here  for? he  de- 
manded. 
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Siift  riuruncd  in  i^tpumtty  cwdm  iiiouldcr* 

loff,  has  always  been  the  recipient  of  mtlc^  '*9tttr* 
ing  att^col "  She  fmmd  k  still  safest  m«  •node 

him. 

"We  have  had  enough  of  this  I  What  is  it? 
MonQT?  Or  jewelry?" 

toe  of  her  shoe.  He  could  hear  the  dink  and  rattle 
of  the  napoleons  that  followed  the  movement.  He 
started  suddenly  forward  and  bent  over  the  broken 
de^tch  box.  His  long  white  fingers  were  run- 
ning dexterou^  tiirough  the  caiBt  ct6afy  little 
packets. 

"  Or  something  more  important f "  he  went  (m» 
as  he  came  to  the  end  of  his  stock. 

Then  he  gave  a  little  half-cry,  half-gasp;  and 
fnxn  the  kxdc  oa  his  fa^  the  wotnaa  saw  that  he 
raiiised  wimt  was  missi^.  He  peered  at  her,  witii 
alert  and  narrow  eyes,  for  a  futt  minute  of  unbroken 
silence.  Then,  with  a  little  moi^anent  of  teality, 
he  turned  away  and  put  down  the  lamr 

"  I  regret  it,  but  I  must  ask  you  io/r  this  -this 
document,  without  equtvocatioB      wMio^  ^iay." 

Sltt  opened  her  lips  to  ^mk,  Intt  ^  kNlMpe 
my  sound  fell  from  them. 

"  Let  there  be  no  misunderstanding  bet\  m 
I  know  precisely  what  you  have  taken ;  and 
be  in  my  hands  before  you  ever  leave  this  room.  '* 
«  8t 
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She  had  a  sense  of  dcstiiqr  iiiapfa«  iMT  bdbra 
her,  while  she  stood  a  helpteM  and  diainttitsted  fpttf- 
tator  of  the  vague  but  implacable  transformation 
which,  in  the  end,  must  in  one  way  or  the  other  so 
vitallj  cooeem  her. 

*  I  km  aoMr.'' ite  anmPKid  t^mply. 

He  waved  her  protest  aside. 

"Madam,  have  you  thought,  or  4"*  yoa  mm 
know,  what  the  cost  of  this  will  be  to  you  ?  " 

He  was  towering  over  her  now.  She  was  woo- 
dtriiy  whilliti  or  ml  fSmt  was  a  ^lost  of  a  chance 
for  her  to  SHrtdi  at  his  pistoi 

"  I  can  piqr  only  what  X  ow*,**  jhe  '^^'^•hitA 
evasively. 

He  looked  at  her,  and  then  at  the  locked  door. 
His  face  took  on  a  sudden  and  crafty  change.  The 
tafe  and  aafir  clksd  otH  (rf  Um.  He  placed  the 
lamp  on  the  dressing-table  of  poBslied  tosewood. 

Then  his  lean,  white  fingers  meditatively  adjusted 
his  tie,  and  even  more  meditatively  stroked  at  tiM 
narrow  black  imperial,  before  he  spoke  again. 
**  What  grettn-  crown  may  one  hope  for,  in  any 

activity  of  lil^  tei  a  bsntiM  woBtt?*  Ik  asked 

quietly. 

There  was  a  moment  of  unbroken  silence. 

For  the  first  time  a  touch  of  fear  came  to  her 
shadowy  eyes,  and  they  were  veiled  by  a  momentary 
k)ok  of  furtivenesB. 

"WkildoyoiiaHttir'* 
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"I  flMin.  madam,  tuagly  that  you  wffl now  r»> 
BKn  WRB  inei 
*•  That  is  absurd!" 

She  noticed,  for  the  im  tsme»  thtlte  M 
away  his  revolver. 

"It  is  not  absurd;  it  is  essential  Permit  me. 
la  iny  nave  ooonv^  nsw  a  leerii  oranr  iraicii 
I  aitii  aot  onw .  I*  *  jt  Ncreti  of  this  ofdar  cmm 
to  be  known  b}  ' t  individual  not  already  a  mem- 
ber, one  of  two  things  ha(^)ened.  He  either  became 
a  member  of  the  order,  or  he  became  a  man  who 
—who  could  impart  no  infcmnationl " 

**  And  ttw>t  imaiw  '  ?** 

"  It  means,  pradk^,  that  fnm  lUt  boor  yea 
are^  eHl»r  willing  or  unwilling,  a  partner  in  my 
activities,  as  you  now  are  in  my  possession  of  cer- 
tain papers.  Pardon  me.  The  penalty  nuiy  seem 
neavyf  dk  tne  eutt  yoa  wia  unoerscanu,  tM  txotf^ 
tionai.  Aiao,  tne  nature  ot  your  vtsit,  ana  tne  tnor- 

tghness  of  your  jwefiarations  " — he  swept  the  dia- 
..antled  room  with  his  grim  but  mocking  glance  — 
"have  already  convinced  me  that  the  partnership 
will  nc^  be  an  impossible  oat," 

"  Tliii    T   ifiaa   Im  ■  ifc  ■■  i mT ■  ■  t  — --M-   A 

am  I  ngmtf  nm  it  iiwitrKii,  vm  uMffo* 
You  cannot  poMftly  ke^  me  m — a  priioaar  here, 

forever! " 

He  looked  at  her,  and  suddenly  she  shrank  bade 
from  his  glance,  white  to  the  lips. 
"  Yon  win  aol  be  a  priaonerl " 
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**  I  am  (pate  aware  of  that ! " 

"  You  will  not  be  a  prisoner,  for  then  you  would 
not  be  a  partner.  7%e  eoaUtion  between  us  mat 
be  as  silent  as  it  is  essential.    But  first,  permit  me !  " 

She  still  shrank  back  from  his  touch,  consumed 
with  a  new  and  unlooked-for  fear  of  him.  And  all 
tte  while  she  was  telling  herself  that  she  must  re- 
main calm,  and  make  no  mistidEe. 

The  remembratKc  ome  to  her,  as  die  stood  ^Ixtn, 
of  how  she  had  once  thought  it  possible  to  approach 
him  in  a  more  indirect  and  adroit  fashion,  as  the 
wayward  and  life-loving  Lady  Boxspur.  She  shud- 
dered a  little,  as  ^  recalled  that  foolish  mistake, 
and  pictured  the  perils  into  which  it  might  have  kd 
her.  She  could  detect  more  clearly  now  the  odor 
of  brandy  on  his  quickening  breath.  His  face, 
death-like  in  its  pallor,  flashed  before  and  above  her 
like  a  semaphoric  sign  of  imminent  danger.  Ac- 
tkm  oi  some  sort,  Irawevw  obvi<ms,  was  necessary. 

**  I  want  a  driitfc,"  she  ga^,  with  a  movement 
toward  the  cabinet. 

He  turned  and  caught  up  the  heavy  glass  brandy- 
decanter,  emitting  a  nervous  and  irresponsible  laugh. 

In  one  hand  he  held  the  decanter,  in  the  other 
the  haJf-filled  tumbler.  That,  at  least,  implied  an 
appreciable  space  of  time  bcf<at  ^om  hua^  oosSA 
be  freed.    In  that,  she  felt,  lay  her  hope. 

Quicker  than  thought  she  darted  to  the  door  over 
which  still  swung  the  shrouding  blanket   She  knew 
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the  key  had  already  been  turaed  in  the  lock,  from 
tiM  outside;  the  only  thing  between  her  and  the 
freed(Mn  of  the  open  hall  was  cme  nnall  boh  shaft. 

But  before  she  could  open  the  door  Pobloff,  with 
a  little  grunt  of  startled  rage,  was  upon  her.  She 
fought  and  scratched  like  a  cat.  The  blanket  tum- 
bled down  and  curtained  them,  the  plumed  hat  fell 
frmn  tlw  woman's  didieveled  head,  a  chair  was 
overturned.  But  he  was  too  strong  and  too  quick 
for  her.  With  one  lithe  arm  he  pmioned  her  two 
hands  close  down  to  her  sides,  crushing  the  very 
breath  out  of  her  body.  With  his  other  he  beat  off 
the  mufifing  Uaidcet,  and  dragged  her  away  frcmi 
the  6oor.  Thm  he  diode  ter,  pasdcHmtely, 
held  her  off  from  him,  and  glared  at  her. 

One  year  earlier  in  her  career  she  knew  she  would 
surely  have  fainted  from  terror  and  exhaustion. 
Even  as  it  was,  she  seemed  about  to  school  herself 
for  some  relieving  and  final  surrender  to  the  m- 
evitable,  only,  her  vacantly  staring  eyes,  Uxidng 
past  him,  by  accident  caught  sight  of  a  little  move- 
ment which  brought  her  drooping  courage  into  life 
again. 

For  she  had  sera  the  wmdow-shutter  slowly 
widen,  and  then  a  cautious  hand  appear  on  the  ledge. 

She  watched  the  shutter  swing  in,  further  and  fur- 
ther, and  then  the  stealthy  figure,  with  its  padded 
feet,  emerge  out  of  the  darkness  into  the  half- 
Ughted  room.    She  could  even  see  the  pallor  of  the 
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uitrader's  fan,  and  his  qttkk  movment  of  vrwnt' 
ing  that  reminded  her  of  the  part  she  must  play. 

"  I  give  up !  "  she  gasped,  in  simulated  surrender, 
falling  and  drcx^ing  with  all  her  weight  in  Fob 
loff 's  arms. 

He  caught  her  and  held  her,  bewildered,  triuiiq)lH 
ant 

"  You  mean  it  ?  "  he  cried,  searching  her  face. 

"  Yes,  I  mean  it ! "  she  murmured.  Then  she 
shuddered  a  little,  involuntarily,  for  she  had  seen 
Durkin  catch  up  one  of  his  shoes,  hammer-like, 
whei%  it  protr»(kd  from  tlw  mi^  potSeeH  of  hb  eoat 
—  and  she  knew  only  too  well  how  he  would  make 
use  of  it. 

As  Pobloff  bent  over  her,  unwarned,  unsuspect- 
ing, almost  wondering:  for  what  she  was  waiting 
with  such  confidently  closed  eyes,  Durkin  crossed  the 
carpet^  flocv.  It  was  tlKn  that  the  woman  fbss^ 
up  her  own  arms  and  encircled  the  stooping  Rus- 
sian in  a  fierce  and  passionate  grasp.  He  laughed 
a  little,  deep  in  his  throat.  She  told  herself  that 
she  was  at  least  imprisoning  his  hands. 

Dttridn's  blow  caught  the  bending  figure  just  at 
the  tase  ol  tlw  hefmd  the  ear.  The  inqMct 
whipped  the  head  back,  and  sent  the  relaxing  body 
forward  and  down.  It  struck  the  floor,  and  lay 
there,  huddled,  face  down.  The  woman  scrambl^l 
to  her  feet,  breathing  hard. 

"  Qose  the  shutters! "  said  Durkin  quickly. 
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Then  he  turned  the  unconscious  man  over  on  his 
bwdc  Then  he  caught  up  a  couple  of  towels  and 
securely  tied,  first  the  'mat  wr^  and  iSbm  Ae  het. 
Quickly  knotting  a  third  towel,  he  wedged  and 
drilled  a  sharp  knuckle  joint  into  the  flesh  of  the 
colorless  cheek,  between  the  upper  and  lower  in- 
dsora,  When  the  jaw  had  opened  he  thrust  the 
kart  into  the  gj^ing  mouth,  securely  tying  the  ends 
of  the  tovvcl  9^  die  back  of  the  neck. 

"  Have  you  everything?  "  whispered  Frank,  who 
had  once  more  pinned  on  the  plumed  hat,  and  was 
already  listening  at  the  panel  of  the  hall  door. 
There  was  no  time  to  be  lost  in  talk. 

"Yes,I  AWcso.** 

"Your  baggage?" 

"My  baggage  will  have  to  be  kft,  but,  God 
knows,  there's  little  enough  of  it !  " 

He  wiped  his  forehead,  and  looked  down  at  the 
bound  figure,  afready  showing  signs  of  returning 
consciouMiess.  They  heard  laughter,  and  the  sound 
of  footsteps  passing  down  the  hall  without 

Durkin  stood  beside  his  wife,  and  th«y  li^med 
together  behind  the  closed  door. 

**  Not       a  minute  — not  yet,"  he  whi^wred. 
Then  he  looked  at  her  curioudy. 

"  I  wonder  if  you  know  jtut  wbi^  a  dote  cafi 
that  was!" 

"Yes,  I  know,"  she  said,  wMi  hw  ear  agftint 
the  panel 
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He  peered  badt  at  Oie  figtire,  and  took  a  deq? 
iMfeath. 

"And  this  is  only  an  intermission  —  this  is  only 
an  overture,  to  what  we  may  have  to  face!  Now's 
our  chance.  For  the  love  of  heaven,  let's  get  oat 
of  here.  We've  got  hard  work  ahead  of  us,  at 
Genoa— and  we've  got  oiriy  t»l  Friday  to  get 

Aerc!"  ,  , 

He  did  not  notice  her  look,  her  momentary  look- 
of  mingled  reproof  and  weariness  and  disdain. 

"  Now,  quick !  "  she  merely  said,  as  she  flung  the 
door  open  and  stepped  out  into  the  halL  LuckUy, 
it  was  empty,  from  end  to  end. 

Dttridn,  with  assumed  nonchalance,  walked 
quietly  away.  She  waited  to  turn  the  key  in  the 
door,  and  withdrew  it  from  the  lock.^  Then  she 
followed  her  husband  down  the  cott^,  and  a 
minute  or  two  later  rejoined  him  in  the  fragrant 
and  hidmy  midai^  aff  of  Monaca 
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THE  LARK  IN  TH«  EUINS 

It  was  not  .  util  Frances  Durkin  and  her  husband 
were  Installed  in  an  empty  first-class  compartment, 
twining  ar  '  curling  and  speeding  on  their  way  to 
Genoa,  that  even  a  coB^arative  teaie  <rf  safety  came 

to  them.  It  was  Durkin's  suggestion  that  it  might 
not  be  anass  for  them  to  give  the  impression  of  be- 
ing a  newly-married  couple,  on  their  honeymoon 
jouniey;  and,  to  this  end,  he  had  half-filled  the 
compartment  with  daffodils  and  jonquils,  wiA  car- 
nations and  viotets  m&  roses,  purdi&sed  witb  om 
turn  of  the  hand  from  a  midnight  flower-vender, 
on  his  way  down  from  the  hills  for  early  mom. 
ing  traffic  that  might  offer. 

So  as  they  sped  toward  the  Italian  frontier,  in  the 
white  and  mellow  Mediterranean  moonlight,  thread- 
ing their  way  between  Ae  tram^  vi<^  «ea  bejew- 
eled  with  guardian  lights  and  the  steep  and  silent 
slopes  of  the  huddled  mountains,  they  lounged  back 
on  their  hired  tr- '.^-pillows,  self-immured,  and  un- 
perturbed, and  <  dy  cont  ented  with  themselves 
and  their  surrounumgs.  At  kart,  so  it  sttmed  to 
the  eyes  of      8ert^&u»Bg  gin^  aad  ^idal,  wbo, 
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after  one  iharp  glance  at  the  flower-filkd  compart- 
mcnt  and  ^he  crooning  young  Eng^  lomi,  passed 

on  with  a  laugh  and  a  shrug  or  two. 

Yet,  at  heart,  Durkin  and  Frank  were  anything 
but  happy.  As  they  sped  on,  and  his  wife  pointed 
out  to  him  that  the  selfsanw  road  they  were  taking 
between  confining  rock  and  sea  was  the  same  nar- 
row passage,  so  time-woni  and  war-scarred,  oiKe 
taken  by  Greeks  and  Ligiirians,  Romans  and 
Saracens,  it  seemed  to  Durk'n  that  his  first  fine 
estimate  of  the  life  of  war  and  adventure  had  been 
a  false  one.  His  old  besetting  doubts  and  scruples 
began  to  awake.  It  was  true  that  the  Ufe  they  had 
plunged  into  would  have  its  dash  and  whirl.  But 
it  would  be  the  dash  of  a  moment,  and  the  whirl  of 
a  second.  Then,  as  it  always  must  be,  there  would 
come  the  long  interval  of  flight  and  concealment, 
the  wearyii^  stretch  of  inactivity.  He  felt,  as  he 
gazed  out  the  car  window  and  saw  town  and  village 
and  hamlet  left  behind  them,  that  the  same  wave 
of  excitement  that  cast  him  up  would  forever  in 
turn  drag  him  down  —  and  it  all  resulted,  hr  told 
himself,  in  his  passing  distemper  of  fatigue  and 
anxiety,  in  a  little  further  abrasion,  in  a  little  sterner 
denudation  of  their  t'>rtured  souls! 

It  was  at  Ventimiglia  that  the  capostasione  him- 
self appeared  at  the  door  of  their  compartment,  ac- 
companied by  a  uniformed  official.  The  two  fugi- 
tives, wtA  their  hearts  in  tiidr  mouths,  leaned  back 
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on  their  cushions  whh  assumed 
mA  chattering  hand  in  hand  among  litik  9mm9, 
while  a  voll^  of  quick  and  angry  questions,  in  Ital- 
ian, was  flung  in  at  thern  from  the  opened  compart- 
ment door.  To  this  they  paid  not  the  slightest  at- 
tention, for  several  moments.  Frank  turned  to  her 
intent^tors,  muted  at  tiiem  gently  aiKl  inqpmMi- 
dSfy,  vad  then  shook  her  head  in^tiei^,  wMi  m 
outthrust  of  the  hands  which  was  meant  to  convey 
to  them  that  each  and  every  word  they  uttered  was 
quite  incomprehensible  to  her. 

The  capostcmone,  who,  by  this  time,  had  putted 
into  their  ccmqnrtnient,  was  heate^y  (tenrasdii^ 
either  their  passports  or  their  tidcets. 

Frank,  who  had  buried  her  face  raptly  in  her  arm- 
ful of  jonquils,  looked  up  at  him  with  gentle  ex- 
asperation. 

"We  are  English,"  she  said  bhuMy.  "Eng- 
li^!  We  can't  ui^er^ml!"  AxtA  re6im»} 
to  her  flowers  and  her  husband  oast  more. 

The  two  uniformed  intruders  conferred  for  a 
moment,  while  the  conduttore,  on  the  platform  out- 
rde,  naturally  enough  expostulated  over  the  delay 
of  the  train. 

"These  fools  —  these  aren't  the  two!"  Frank 
heard  the  capostazione  declare,  in  Italian,  under  his 
breath,  as  they  swung  down  on  the  station  plat- 
form. Then  the  shrill  little  thin-noted  engine- 
whside  sounded,  the  wheels  began  to  turn,  and 
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they  were  once  more  speeding  through  tiic  white 
moonlight,  deeper  and  deeper  into  Italy. 

•*I  wonder,"  said  Frank,  after  a  long  silence, 
"  how  often  we  tlHiB  be  aMe  to  do  this  sort  of  thing? 
I  wonder  how  long  luck  — mere  hick,  wit!  be 
with  us?" 

" Is  it  luck?  "  asked  her  husband.  She  was  still 
leaning  back  on  his  shoulder,  with  her  hand  dasp- 
ii^  his.  Accompanying  her  consciousness  of  cs- 
ei^  came  a  new  lightness  of  spirit  There  seemed 
to  come  over  her,  too,  a  new  sense  of  gnititi:^e  f or 
the  nearness  of  this  sentient  and  mysterious  life,  of 
this  living  and  breathing  man,  that  could  both  com- 
mand and  satisfy  some  even  more  mysterious  cmo- 
ttonal  hunger  in  her  own  heart 

"  Yes^**  she  answered,  as  she  hiugfaed  a  little,  al- 
most contentedly;  "  we're  like  the  glass  snake.  We 
seem  to  break  oflF  at  the  point  where  we're  caught, 
and  escape,  and  go  on  again  as  before.  I  was  only 
wondering  how  many  times  a  glass  snake  can  leave 
its  tail  in  its  enemy's  teeth,  and  still  grow  another 
one!" 

And  although  she  laughed  again  Durkin  kiKw 
how  thinly  that  covering  ot  facetiousness  spread 
over  her  actual  sobriety  of  character.  It  was  like  a 
solitary  drop  of  oil  on  quiet  water  —  there  was  not 
mach  of  it,  but  what  there  was  mast  always  be  on 
the  surface. 

In  fast,  her  mood  changed  em  It  he  looind 
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down  at  her,  troubled  by  the  shadow  <d  titter  wciri- 
nm  that  rested  on  her  colorless  face. 

"What  would  we  do,  Jim,"  she  asked,  after  a 
second  long  and  unbroken  silence,  "  what  would  we 
do  if  th»  thiiig  ever  brought  us  face  to  face  with 
MKNtfttagite?" 

"  But  why  should  we  cross  that  tffidge  before  we 
come  to  it  ?  "  was  Durkin's  answer. 

She  seemed  unable,  however,  to  bar  back  from 
her  mind  some  disturbing  and  unwelcome  vision 
of  that  meetifig.  She  felt,  in  a  way,  that  ^  po»- 
Miied  one  fictdty  which  the  rapid  and  impehioui 
nature  of  her  husband  could  not  claim.  It  was  al- 
most a  weakness  in  him,  she  told  herself,  the  sub- 
sidiary indiscretion  of  a  fecund  and  grimly  resource- 
ful mind.  Like  a  river  in  flood,  it  had  its  strange 
aiKl  tncof^fruoua  hsxk  curroits,  bom  of  its  very  out- 
ness of  too  hurrying  purpM^.  It  eon^dered  too 
deeply  the  imminent  and  not  the  remoter  and  seem* 
ingly  more  trivial  contingency. 

*'But  can't  you  see,  Jim,  that  the  further  we 
kSkm  &is  t^  tiie  doser  and  closer  it's  bringing  us 
to  MacNutt?" 

"  MacNutt  is  ancient  history  to  us  nowt  W^ee 
over  and  done  with  him,  for  all  time !  " 

"  You  are  wrong  there,  Jim.  You  misjudge  the 
situation,  and  you  misjudge  the  man.  That  is  one 
fact  vt  hxvt  to  lace,  cme  hard  fact;  MacNtm  is  not 
o^per  end  4sat-  vkk  Mst** 
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**  Bat  hiven't  yen  imidt «  aort  of  myth  of  Mm? 
bn't  he  only  a  fable  to  ut  now?  And  htvm't  «t 
got  real  facts  to  fact  ?  " 

"  Ah,"  she  said  protestingly,  '  there  is  just  the 
trouble.   You  always  refuse  to  look  this  fact  in  the 

Wdl,  what  art  the  facts?"  he  aiked  coneOial* 
ing^y,  coercing  hit  attention,  and  demanding  of 
himself  what  allowance  he  must  make  for  that  mor- 
bid perversion  of  view  which  came  of  a  too  fatigued 
body  and  mind. 

"  The  facts  m9  tee  "  she  hcgaii,  wfth  a  solem- 
nity of  tone  that  startled  him  into  keener  attentive- 
ness.  "You  found  me  in  MacNutt's  office  when 
he  was  planning  and  plotting  and  preparing  for  the 
biggest  wire-tapping  coup  in  all  his  career.  You 
were  dn^Pged  iato  that  plot  against  your  will,  al- 

our  parted  and  we  woi^ed  together  there.  Then  — 
then  you  made  love  to  me  —  don't  deny  it,  Jim,  for, 
after  all,  it  was  the  happiest  part  of  all  my  life !  — 
and  we  both  saw  how  wrong  we  were,  and  we  both 
wanted  to  i^;ht  for  our  freedom.  So  I  fc^owed 
yon  when  yen  revolted  i^[ahttl  MacNtit  vui  Us 
leadership." 

"  No,  Frank,  it  was  you  who  led  —  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  you  there  wotild  never  have  been  any  re- 
volt"  he  broke  m. 

we  xot^pnt  t^^em^*  vsea^  ws^  Wmt  mm*  tsm 
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in  tilt  end  wc  mnvidtfid  wuflMnf[  iMit  onr  own 
BiMf^    jmc  H>  hsfi  over  wnn  mc  ninoii 

it  wasn't  our  mere  escape  to  freedom  that  maddened 
MacNutt;  it  was  the  thought  that  we  had  beaten 
him  at  his  own  game,  that  we  had  stalked  him  while 
he  was  so  busy  stalking  Ptnfield.  Then  he  trapped 
us»  f&r  a  moment,  ani  it  WM  ihcer  jpood  wot  mat 
he  dkhi't  tdfl  me  afternoon  In  lib  4%wiwtk4 
operating-room,  before  Doogan  and  his  men  at- 
tacked the  house.  But,  as  you  know,  he  kept  after 
us,  and  he  cornered  you  again,  and  you  would  have 
killed  him,  in  turn,  if  I  hadn't  saved  you  from  the 
rin  of  it,  and  the  disgrace  of  it  Then  we  thought 
we  were  sale,  jtist  because  tfie  world  wat  li%  and 
wide .  because  we  had  made  our  escape  to  Europe 
we  thought  that  we  were  out  of  his  circuit,  that  we 
were  beyond  his  key-call  —  but  here  we  are  being 
led  md  dn^iged  fai^  to  hhn,  through  Keaum.  But 
now,  just  becauM  thm  it  stttt  an  ooeui  betwam  i»» 
you  b^fin  to  bdkve  that  he  has  given  ttp  vmy 
tiiought  of  getting  even !  " 

"  Well,  isn't  it  about  time  he  did  ?  We've  beaten 
him  twice,  at  his  own  game,  and  I  see  no  reason 
why  we  AoeMa't  do  it  again!  ** 

"  But  how  often  can  we  be  tiie  glass  smdee?  I 
mean,'  how  many  times  can  we  afford  to  teave  Knne* 
thing  behind,  and  break  away,  and  hope  to  grow 
whole  and  sound  again?  And  when  will  MacNutt 
gi^    where  we  can't  break  away?   I  tell  you,  Jim, 
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you  don't  know  this  man  ai  I  know  himt  Yoa 
haven't  understood  yet  what  a  cruelly  designing  and 
artful  and  vindictive  and  long-waiting  enemy  he  can 
be.  Yon  haven't  teen  hbn  hmak  and  cni^  pec^, 
sa  I  flfwe  did*  It's  tfea  mwHOfy  tSiift  flMdcat  am 
10  afraid  of  him!" 

"  There's  just  trouble,  Frank,"  crie«J  Durkin. 
**  The  man  has  terrified  and  intimidated  you,  until 
yen  iMtik  he  is  the  only  enemy  you  have.  I  don't 
dn3^  he  ka't  dangnow*  but  ao  it  Fiolilofft  iod  to  is 
Doogan,  for  that  iBttttr,  and  tUa  maa  Keenui  as 
well!" 

"  But  they  would  never  crush  and  smash  you,  as 
MacNutt  will,  if  the  chance  comes ! "  she  persisted 
passionately.  You  don't  see  and  tmderatand  it, 
bccausa  yen  art  so  ddoaa  to  it  and  so  daqy  in  k. 
IVs  19ce  traveling  along  this  little  Riviera  railway. 
It's  so  crooked  and  tunneled  and  close  under  the 
mountains  that  even  though  we  went  up  and  down 
it,  for  a  year,  from  Nice  to  Nervi,  we  could  never 
say  that  we  had  seen  the  Riviera  i " 

kiol^  ottt  1^  ^  terraeed  l^ts»  at  tfw  no* 
dulating  fields  and  the  heaped  masses  of  blue  moun- 
tains under  Ihe  white  Italian  momiliglit,  and  did  not 
speak  for  several  seconds. 

He  Ind  always  carried,  while  with  her,  the  vague 
but  sustained  sense  of  being  shielded.  Until  th«i 
her  hand  had  always  seemed  to  guard  him,  imper- 
sonaUjr,  as  the  hand  of  a  \my  aecker  j^nurds  and 
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ihdters  a  candle.  Now,  for  some  mysterious  rea- 
•on,  he  felt  her  brooding  guardianship  to  be  tome- 
thing  less  passive,  to  ba  iowwtWiig  more  faniMdiatt 
and  ptnomL  lU  hww^tad  he  knew  it  with  a 
fisQ  lypfceiation  of  the  irony  that  hirlccd  in  the  sit- 
QSlioii  —  that  her  very  timorousness  was  now  en- 
dowing him  with  a  new  and  reckless  courage.  So 
he  took  her  hand,  gratefully,  before  he  spoke  again. 

"WcU,  whttever  happens,  wt  are  now  in  tliii, 
not  from  ebotoe,  aa  you  aaidbeiofe,  tram  neces- 
sity. If  it  has  dangers,  Frank,  w«        .Jce  than." 

"  It  is  nothing  but  danger  I ' 
Then  we  must  grin  and  bea:       But  as  I  said, 
I  see  no  reason  why  we  should  cross  <Mir  brk^^  be- 
fore we  come  to  them.   And  weH  toon  have  a 
bridge  to  cross,  and  a  hard  one." 

"  What  bridge?  " 

"  I  mean  Keeian,  and  everything  that  will  hap- 
pen in  Genoal" 


f. 
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TBS  TKBTramrc  cqxl 

Henry  Keenan,  of  New  York,  had  leisurely  fin- 
idwd  his  cigar,  and  had  as  teisurely  glanced  through 
aQ  ibt  three-day-old  Lcmdon  ^pers.  He  had  evea 
pqgried,  amrthor  half-hour,  over  the  pages  of  a 
Tribuna.  Th«i,  after  gazing  in  an  idle  and  list- 
less manner  about  the  empty  and  uninviting  hotel 
reading-room,  he  decided  that  it  was  time  for  him  to 
go  up  to  his  room.  ttmdit  his  leisiirdy  way  to 
tile  lift,  ascended  to  tiie  iomA  floor,  sapped  otrt, 
and  drew  his  room-key  from  his  podcet,  as  he 
walked  down  the  halU  in  the  sams  ^  and  It^ten 
manner. 

As  he  turned  the  corner  the  listlessness  went 
from  Itts  beet,  and  a  chai^  camt  in  hb  kuq^d 
yet  ever-restless  aiui  cov«rt  eyes. 

For  a  young  woman  was  standing  before  his 
door,  trying  to  fit  a  key  to  the  lock.  This,  he  de- 
cided as  he  paused  three  paces  from  her  and  studied 
her  bade,  she  was  doing  quite  openly,  with  no  slight- 
^  sense  of  secrecy.  She  wore  a  plutmd  hat,  and 
a  dark  cloth  tailor-made  suit  that  was  unmistakiMy 
English.  She  still  struggled  with  the  key,  uncon- 
scious  of  his  presence.   His  tread  on  the  thick  car- 
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pet  had  been  light ;  he  had  intended  to  catch  her,  be- 
yond equivocation,  in  the  act.  But  now  something 
alxmt  ti»  Imes  of  her  stooping  figure  earned  Hcmy 
Keenaa  to  remove  his  hat,  r^wctlo&y,  heUxct  shak- 
ing to  her, 

"Could  I  assist  you,  madam?"  he  asked,  dose 
to  her  side  by  this  time. 

She  turned,  with  a  start,  though  her  loss  of  self- 
possesmaa  l^ted  but  a  mmmnt  13^  as  ^  tiimed 
her  starred  eyti  to  hkn  Keenan's  last  doubt  as  to 
whether  or  not  it  was  a  mere  mistake  withered  away 
from  his  mind.  He  knew,  from  the  hot  flush  that 
mounted  to  her  cheeks  and  from  the  mellow  con- 
tralto of  her  carefully  modulated  ^igli^  voice,  that 
sbt  htioaged  to  that  vagody  dmommlbed  yet 
rigidly  delimited  type  that  would  always  be  callid  a 
woman  of  breeding. 

"  If  you  please,"  she  said  shortly,  stepping  back  . 
from  the  door. 

He  bent  over  the  key  whtdi  Ae  had  kfl  stffl  te 
^ttt  lock. 

As  he  did  so  he  glanced  at  the  number  which 
the  key,  protruding  from  the  lock,  bore  stamped 
on  its  flat  brass  bow.  The  number  was  Thirty- 
seven,  while  the  number  which  stood  before  his 
OQ  ^  docH*  wis  FcMTty-one. 
Undo*  (Mrdmary  circumstances  the  apparent  aod* 
dent  would  never  have  given  him  a  secx»d  thot^^ 
Bat  all  that  day  he  had  been  Qffnntd  hgp « teate  <rf 
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hidden  yet  continual  espionage.  This  feeling  had 
followed  him  from  the  moment  he  had  landed  in 
Genoa.  He  haA  tried  to  argue  it  down,  inwardly 
protesting  that  such  mnst  be  merely  tlie  obse^oo  ot 
all  fugitives.  And  now,  even  to  find  an  unknown 
and  innocent-appearing  young  woman  trying  to 
force  an  entrance  into  his  room  aroused  all  his  latent 
cantioaaien.  Yet  a  momoit  later  he  felt  ashamed 
of  his  stuqwkMtt. 

"  Why,  this  is  room  Forty-one,"  she  cried,  over 
his  shoulder.  He  withdre  .v  the  key  and  lodced  at 
it  with  a  show  of  surprise. 

"And  your  key,  I  see,  is  Thirty-seven,"  he  ex- 
plained. 

^  was  lat^fyaf  now,  a  little,  tiirot^  ber  con- 
fusion. It  was  a  very  pleasant  laugh,  ht  ^Kmght. 
She  looked  a  frank  and  companionable  woman,  with 
her  love  for  the  merriment  of  life  touched  with  a 
sort  of  autiunnal  and  wistful  sobriety  that  in  no 
way  estranged  it  fn»n  a  smse  of  youth.  But,  above 
all,  she  was  t  beiutiful  womm,  thot^  ti»  t^ess 
and  lonely  man.  He  looked  at  her  again.  It  was 
his  suspicion  of  being  spied  upon,  he  felt,  that  had 
first  blinded  him  to  the  charm  of  her  appearance. 

*'It  was  the  second  turn  in  the  corridor  that 
threw  me  oat"  sl»  ecplahied.  He  foui^  hinndf 
walking  with  her  to  her  door. 

She  had  thought  to  find  some  touch  of  the  Bow- 
eryite  about  him,  some  outcropping  of  tbt  half- 
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sttlmierged  bunco-steerer.  Instead  of  that,  both  his 
look  and  his  tone  carried  some  tinge  of  quiet  yet 
dominant  gentility,  reminding  her,  as  she  had  so 
often  been  taught  before,  that  tiw  criminal  is  iM>t  a 
type  in  himself,  that  only  fanciful  and  far-stretched 
generalizations  could  detach  him  as  a  species,  or  im- 
mure and  mark  him  off  from  the  rest  of  his  kind. 

She  glanced  at  him  still  again,  at  the  seemingly 
melancholic  and  contemplative  face,  that  strangely 
reminded  her  of  Hirer's  ]X»trait  of  himsell  As 
she  did  so  there  was  carried  to  her  memory,  and 
imprinted  on  it,  the  picture  of  a  wistful  and  lonely 
man,  his  countenance  touched,  for  all  its  open  Irish 
smile,  with  some  wordless  sorrow,  some  pensive  iso- 
kituMi  of  soul,  lean  and  gaunt  with  smne  undefined 
hunger,  a  Itt^  furtive  and  csmxt  with  some  half- 
concealed  restlessness. 

"  Aren't  you  an  American  ?  "  be  was  asking,  al- 
most hopefully,  it  seemed  to  her. 

"  Oh,  no,"  she  answered,  with  her  sober,  slow 
nnik.   "  I'm  an  EngUshwwnan ! " 

He  shxk  his  head,  whimskally. 

"  Indeed,  I'm  sorry  for  that!  '*  said  the  Celt 

She  joined  in  his  laugh. 

"  But  I've  lived  abroad  so  much !  "  she  added. 

"  Then  you  must  know  Italy  pretty  well,  I  sup- 
pose?** 

**  Okt  yes;  I've  traveled  here,  winter  after  win- 
ter.** 
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She  picked  out  a  card  from  her  pocket-book,  on 
which  was  inscribed,  in  Spencerian  definiteness  of 
black  and  white,  "  Miss  Barbara  Allen."  It  had 
been  the  card  of  Lady  Boxspur's  enunently  re- 
spectable maid  —  and  Fraaecs  Dtntdn  had  saved  it 
for  just  such  a  contingency. 

He  read  the  name,  slowly,  and  then  placed  the 
card  in  his  vest  pocket.  If  he  noticed  her  smile, 
he  gave  no  sign  of  it. 

"And  you  like  Genoa?  I  mean,  is  tiwra  any- 
thing to  like  in  this  place?"  he  asked  companion- 
ably.  "  I'll  be  hanged  if  I've  seen  anything  but  a 
few  million  mementoes  of  Christopher  Columbus !  " 

**  Th«e*8  the  Palazzo  Bianco,  and  the  Palazzo 
Rosso,  and,  of  course,  there's  the  Campo  Santo ! " 

"  But  who  cares  for  gnweyards?** 

"All  Europe  is  a  graveyard,  of  its  past!"  she 
answered  lightly.  "  That  was  what  I  thought  yoa 
Americans  always  came  to  see !  " 

He  laughed  a  little,  in  turn,  and  she  both  liked 
him  better  for  it  and  found  it  tsakr  to  go  on.  She 
felt,  from  his  silences,  that  no  great  flfan  of  his  fife 
had  been  spent  in  talking  with  women.  And  ^ 
was  glad  of  it. 

"  I  like  the  Riggi,"  she  added  pregnantly. 

"  The  Riggi  —  what's  that,  plefise  ?  " 

"  That's  the  restaurant  up  on  the  hilL"  She  hesi- 
tated and  turned  back,  before  unkjckiiig  her  door. 
"  It's  charming  1" 
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He  was  on  the  point,  she  knew,  of  making  the 
plunge  and  asking  if  they  might  not  see  the  Riggi 
together,  when  something  in  her  glance,  some  pre- 
catttkMiary  chilliness  of  look,  checked  him.  For 
she  had  seen  that  even  now  things  might  advaiKe  too 
hurriedly.  It  would  be  wiser,  and  in  the  long  run 
it  would  pay,  she  warned  herself,  to  draw  in  —  for 
as  she  still  lingered  and  chatted  with  him  she  more 
and  more  felt  that  she  was  face  to  face  with  a  re- 
soureefa!  and  strong-willed  opponent  She  noticed, 
through  all  the  outward  Celtic  goideness,  ^  grim 
and  passionate  mouth,  the  keenness  of  the  shifty 
yet  penetrating  hazel-gray  eyes,  the  touch  of  almost 
bull-dog  tenaciousness  about  the  loose-joirted,  high- 
shouldered  figure,  and,  above  all,  the  audacity  of 
the  emiess  Iri^American  snile.  That  mHi^  Ae 
felt,  trailed  like  a  flippant  and  fiotterii^  tail  to  ^ 
kite  of  his  racial  solemnity  and  stubbcmmss  of  pur- 
pose, enabling  it  to  rise  higher  even  whfle  aeemiag 
to  weigh  it  down. 

"  And  you  always  travel  alone?  "  he  finally  asked, 
shaking  off  the  kst  of  hb  reserve. 

"  Oh,  I'm  a  bit  of  a  globe-trotter  —  that's  what 
you'd  call  me  on  your  side  of  the  ocean,  isn't  it? 
You  see,  I  go  about  Southern  Europe  pckm^  up 
things  for  a  London  art  firm !  " 

"  AiKi  wl^re  do  you  go  next?  " 

''C^  perii^  to  Mtlaa»  periu^  to  Naples;  it 
may  ma  be  to  Rome,  or  it  might  turn  ott  to  be 
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Syracuse  or  Taormina.  With  me,  everything  de- 
pends, first  on  the  weather,  and,  next,  on  what  in- 
rtmctitms  are  senl  on." 

She  inwardly  marv^d  at  glitmess  and  tspaor 
taiMity  with  which  the  words  fell  from  her  tongue. 
Sht  even  took  a  sort  of  secret  joy  in  the  dramatic 
values  which  that  scene  of  play-acting  presented 
to  her. 

**  Ami  do  yoo  evar  go  to  New  Y<Mk?  ** 
"  Yes,  mck  a  ^Ing  might  faappoi,  any  time." 
It  was  as  well,  she  told  hersdf,  to  leave  ^  way 
well  paved. 

"  That's  the  city  for  you !  "  he  declared,  with  a 
ccmunending  shake  of  the  head. 

Of  the  truth  of  ^t  fact  Franas  Dt«^  was 
only  too  well  aware;  txit  this  was  a  conviction  to 
which  she  did  not  give  utterance. 

As  they  stood  chatting  together  in  the  deserted 
hallway,  a  man,  turning  the  corner,  brushed  by 
than.  He  merely  gave  them  one  casual  glance  of 
taifmft  93ad  then  lodeoi  away,  aj^rently  wit  ^ 
room-numbers  aa  the  lintds. 

The  young  woman  chanced  to  be  tapping  half- 
carelessly,  half -nervously,  with  her  key  on  the  panel 
of  her  door.  It  meant  nothing  to  her  comrade,  but 
to  the  passing  man  it  resolved  itself  into  an  intelligi- 
Ue  and  odmmt  taeMts^^  Fof  k  was  hi  MotBtf 
and  to  his  trained  and  zdtft  ear  it  read:  "  This — 
is    htenan — keep  —  away  I " 
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TBB  nnOXICATIOir  OF  WAS 

It  was  two  days  later, —  and  they  had  been  days 
of  blank  suspense  for  him, —  that  Durkin  made 
way  to  FraiUc's  room,  uiKAscrved.  His  firrt  reso- 
fa^xm  had  beoi  to  wait  for  a  clearer  coast,  but  his 
wiaatty  tmsasm  tma,  miA  he  ooidd  hxM  no 

As  he  opened  the  door  and  stepped  noiselessly  in- 
side he  caught  sight  of  her  by  the  window,  her  fMe 
ruminative  and  in  repose.  It  looked,  for  ^  mo- 
ment, unhai^y  and  tired  and  hard.  She  seemed  to 
stand  before  him  with  a  mask  off,  a  designing  and 
disillusioned  woman,  no  longer  in  love  with  the 
game  of  life.  Or  it  was,  he  imagined,  as  she  would 
look  ten  years  later,  when  her  ^e  had  hegtm  to 
tell  on  her,  and  her  still  buoyaiit  freslme»  was  gone. 
It  was  the  same  feeling  that  had  oomt  to  him  on  the 
Angiolina  steps,  at  Abbazia.  He  even  wondered  if 
in  the  stress  of  the  life  they  were  now  following 
she  would  lose  the  last  of  her  good  looks,  if  even 
tor  e^r^-rn^ent  t»i^ranKiit  woiid  cteacten  ^ad 
harden,  and  no  kmger  rise  supi'«ne  to  titt  exacting 
twomwtf.  Or  eoiM  k  be  ti^  ^  WM  kAiS  ft  furt 
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for  him?  that  all  this  fine  bravado  was  an  attitude, 
a  role,  a  pretense,  tfken  on  for  his  sake?  Could  it 
be  ^  and  the  sudden  thought  stung  him  to  the  quick 
— that  she  was  deliberately  and  consciously  degrad- 
ing herself  to  what  she  knew  was  a  lower  plaiw  of 
thought  and  life,  that  the  bond  of  their  older  «mi- 
panionship  might  still  remain  unsevered  ? 

But,  as  her  startled  eyes  caught  sight  of  him,  a 
wdoaning  light  came  into  her  relaxed  face.  With 
her  fim  ^ken  word  womt  earlier  touch  of  mor(»e- 
ness  seemed  to  slip  away  from  her.  If  it  requirad  an 
effort  to  shake  herself  together,  she  gave  no  out- 
ward sign  of  it.  She  had  promised  that  there 
should  be  no  complaining  and  no  hesitations  from 
her;  and  Durietn  knew  tia  would  adhere  to  that 
promise,  to  the  Ktter  end. 

She  went  to  him,  and  clung  to  him,  a  little  hun- 
grily. There  seemed  something  passionate  in  her 
very  denial  of  passion.  For  when  he  lifted  her  droop- 
ing head,  with  all  its  wealth  of  chestnut  shot 
Hmx^  wm  paia'  gcdd,  and  gazed  at  her  tqttumed 
face  between  his  two  hands,  with  a  little  cry  of  en- 
dearment, she  shut  her  mouth  hard,  on  a  s<^ 

**  You're  back  —  and  safe  ?  "  he  asked. 

She  forced  a  smile. 

"  Yes,  back  safe  and  sound ! " 

"But  tired,  I  know?" 

"  Yes  —  a  little.  But—" 

She  broke  off,  and  he  could  see  that  she  was 
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rising  from  her  momentary  luxury  of  relaxation 
as  a  fugitive  rises  after  a  minute's  breathing-spell. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  asked  anxiously. 

"PMof  hat  fomd  ml"  die  said,  fai  her  qdet 
ccMitriJto. 

**  He's  here,  you  mean?  *' 

'*  He's  in  Genoa.  I  caught  sight  of  him  in  a 
cab,  hurrying  from  the  French  Consulate  to  the 
Cadh  Jazelli.  I  slipped  into  a  alversmith's  shop,  as 
he  raced  past,  and  esotped  him." 

"And  then  what?" 

"Then  several  things  happened.  But  first,  tell 
me  this :  did  you  get  a  chance  to  lode  over  Keenan's 
room?" 

**!  was  bolted  inside  twenty  minutM  after  yon 
and  he  left  tiie  hc^  His  trunk  was  even  un- 
locked ;  I  looked  through  everything! " 

"  Which,  of  course,  was  charming  w(»lci"  iS» 
interpolated,  with  not  ungentle  scorn. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  deprecatively.  "  Not 
quite  as  dianning  as  dining  with  your  ittw  friei^!  ** 

**l  sixatxt  like  him!"  admittnl  the  wooan 
frankly,  femininely  rejoidi^  at  tlut  note  of  ^aksmy 
in  the  other's  voice. 

"  And  no  worse  than  some  of  the  work  we've 
done,  or  may  soon  have  to  do ! " 

Thm  he  went  on,  with  rising  pasdoi:  "  And  IH 
^  yott  this,  Frank  whatever  we  do,  and  whatever 
we  have  to  go  through,  we've  got  to  get  tiiose  se- 
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curities  out  of  Keenan!  We've  g<  have  them, 
nowl  We've  got  to  pound  at  it,  and  dog  him,  and 
fight  him,  and  outwit  him,  until  we  either  win  or 
lose  and  go  under!   It's  a  big  game,  and  it  has 

big  risks,  but  we're  in  it  too  deep,  nowr,  to  talk 
about  drawing  back,  or  to  ccnnplain  about  the  dirty 
work  it  leads  tot 

"I  mn't  complaimng,"  tfyt  reproved,  in  licr 
dead  voice.  "  I  only  spoke  a  bald  truth.  But  you 
don't  tell  me  what  you've  found." 

"I  got  nothing  —  absolutely  nothing;  not  one 
shred  of  information  even.  There's  nothing  in  the 
romn.  It  stands  to  reason,  then,  as  I  told  you  from 
the  first,  that  he  is  carryii^  the  pamen  about  wiA 
him!" 

"  That  will  make  it  harder,"  she  murmured  mo- 
notonously. "  And  you're  sure  your  telq;ram  aas 
sent  the  Scotland  Yard  men  to  Como?  " 

**  It  most  have,  or  we'd  be  running  into  them. 
The  New  Yorker  is  a  Pinkerton  man.** 

He  started  pacing  back  and  forth  in  front  of 
her,  frowning  with  mingled  irriu^cm  mi  iqpa? 
tience. 

"  Then  what  about  Pobloflf  ? "  he  suddenly  asked. 
"  Five  minute  after  we  had  stepped  out  of  the 
hotel  he  met  us,  face  to  Uet.   With  Keenan,  I  had 

no  chance  of  getting  away.  So  I  simply  faced  it 
out.  Then  Pobloff  shadowed  us  to  the  Riggi, 
watched  us  all  through  luncheon,  and  followed 
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us  down  to  the  city  again.  And  here's  the  strange 
2>art  of  it  all.  Keenan  saw  that  we  were  being 
•htdowed*  froni  Ac  fint*  ind  I  could  tee  Wm  frd- 
ting  and  dHiiBf  oadtr  H,  lor  he  intgines  that  it's 
•B  becMne  of  what  he's  canjFfaf  with  him. 
So,  on  the  other  hand,  Pobloff  has  concluded 
Keenan  and  I  are  fellow-conspirators,  for  he  let 
me  go  to  the  lift  alone,  just  to  keep  his  eye  on 
KMnan,  who  tdd  me  he  iMd  hi»iiiest  at  tfie  iteam- 
igCDcy." 

"  But  why  should  we  be  afraid  of  Pobloff, 
then?" 

"  It's  a  choice  of  two  evils,  I  should  venture  to 
say.  Bnt  that's  not  aO.  As  soon  at  I  wu  free 
from  eadi  of  them,  and  had  left  tton  time,  carr]p> 
ing  out  that  silent  and  ridiculous  advance  and  re- 
treat between  them,  I  had  to  think  both  hard  and 
fast.  I  decided  that  the  best  thing  for  me  to  do 
would  be  to  slip  down  io  Rome,  at  once,  and  make 
my  vint  to  die  En^»^." 
"  Yes,  I  kmoA  yom  note,  telling  mt  that" 
"  When  I  saw  that  I  was  being  followed  at  the 
station  I  bought  a  ticket  for  Busalla,  as  a  blind,  and 
went  in  one  door  of  my  compartment  and  then  out 
the  other.  My  wagon  lit  was  standing  on  the 
next  trade.  I  dkhi't  dumge  ftom  ^  one  tnm  to 
tlM  Other  until  the  tram  for  Rome  sbuted  to  move. 
Then  I  slipped  out,  and  jumped  for  the  moving 
{datform,  and  was  bundled  into  my  ri^^t  orra^ 
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by  t  guard,  who  tlKmght  I  was  trying  to  ccmitiut 
aa  Anna  Kartnka  Ktictde — until  I  gave  him  ten 

francs.  Whether  I  got  away  mmotioed  or  not  I 
can't  say  for  sure.  But  Pobloff  will  have  reiourMi 

here  that  we  know  nothing  of.  From  now  on,  you 
may  be  sure,  he  will  have  Keenan  watched  by  <nie 
of  his  agents,  night  and  day  t " 

**  Ihm,  good  heavens,  we've  got  to  step  m  and 
save  Keenan  from  Pobloff!" 

"  It  amounts  to  that,"  admitted  Frank.  "  Yet, 
in  some  way,  if  we  could  only  manage  it.  the  two 
of  them  ought  to  fight  our  battle  out  for  us,  be- 
tween thcnttdvct!'* 

''Thi^s  true— bitt     you  git  to  Rone 

"  Yes,  without  trouble.** 

"And  you  got  the  money?" 

"Only  half  of  it.  They  hedged,  and  said  the 
otfNT  half  could  not  be  paid  until  Pobloff 's  arrest 
Jim,  we  mu^  be  cm  our  guard  against  that  nan." 

"  Pobloff  doesn't  cotrnt!"  ejaoUattd  D^kia  im- 
patiently. "  It's  Keenan  we  have  to  have  <mr  ^it 
yff ith  — he's  the  man,  the  offender,  we  want!  — 
that  means  only  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds! " 

"  But  that  is  money  honestly  made!  " 

"  And  so  win  t^s  be  money  honestly  made.  The 
oi«  was  legalized  by  the  government  mHAKoity;  ^ 
other,  in  the  end,  will  be  recognized  as  —  well,  as 
detectional  and  punitive  expedienqr.  Thafa 
I  say  Pobloff  doesn't  count!" 
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"  But  Pobtof!  does  count,"  persisted  Frank. 
**  He's  a  viadictivt  and  rMouwtluI  man,  and  ht  hat 
a  Kore  againtt  us  to  wipe  out  Bcsito  all  diat, 

b^a  a  master  of  intrigue,  and  he  has  the  cntlra 
secret  service  of  France  behind  him.  and  he  knows 
underground  Europe  as  well  as  any  spy  on  the 
Continent.  He  will  keep  at  us,  I  tell  you,  until  he 
tfmks  he  it  even! " 

"Then  let  him  — il  he  waatt  to,"*  tooffed  Dnfw 
kin.  "  My  work  it  with  Keenan.  If  Pobloff  tries 
interfering  with  us,  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to 
get  the  British  Foreign  Office  after  him.  They 
ought  to  be  big  enough  for  him !  " 

**  lt*B  tiol  a  matter  of  Ugnett.  Ht  won't  fight 
that  way.  He  wmid  never  fight  in  the  open.  He 
knows  his  chances,  and  the  country,  and  just  where 
to  turn,  and  just  how  far  to  go-— and  where  to 
hide,  if  he  has  to  I " 

"That's  tn»  emmgh,  I  suppose.    But  oh,  if  I 
o^  had  him  in  New  Yosk,  rd%te  hhn  to  a 
and  never  edge  away  from  Imn  and  keq>  cm  tiie 
run  this  way !  " 

"Of  course;  but,  as  you  say,  is  it  worth  while? 
After  all,  he's  only  an  accident  in  the  whole  affair 
mm,  tl«>tm[h  a  disagreeaUe  one.  And,  what's 
nxHre,  Fcl^kS  will  never  follow  us  out  of  Emt^ 
This  is  his  stamping  ground.  He  had  misfortune 
in  America,  and  he's  afraid  of  it.  As  I  said  before, 
Pobloff  and  Keenan  are  the  add  and  the  alkali  that 
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ought  to  make  the  neutral  salts.  I  mean,  irnte^A 
of  trymg  to  save  them  from  each  other,  we  ought 
to  flmg  them  together,  in  some  way.  Let  ^Joff 
«^  '^"^         -  then  let  us  hunt  i  'obioiT »  " 

But  Keenan  is  wary,  and  shrewd,  a  .d  lar-see- 
aw.   How  ,s  he  to  be  caught,  even  by  a  PcWoff?" 

That  only  time  and  Pobloff  can  telL  ft  will 
IT'k       brigandage -Keenan  will  never  go  far 

I  fed  rt  m  my  bones- 1  feel  that  there  is  danger 
mipending,  for  us  all."  * 

Durkin  turned  and  looked  at  her,  wondering  if 
her  woman  s  mtunion  was  to  penetrate  de^J 
the  unknown  than  his  own  careful  analysis!^ 
What  danger?"  he  asked 

thev^T^!,t!f",T*  *°  ^  ^^"^ers  when 

"f      f    I  P^"^         whole  ^ 

^on  IS  the  fact  that  not  one  of  us,  from  any  co^ 

^the  tnangle,  dares  turn  to  the  police  foTZ 
io^  of  protectkm.   None  of  us  can  ^n  cX" 
the^arms  of  camk^  authority  when  we'g^ 

A  consciousness  of  their  lonely  deltdmitnt  from 
tii^kind  of  t^^^^^ 

TtJ^       niomentarily  depressed  by  a  sense 

of  fnendlessness.   It  was  like  reverting  fn^* 

mordial  conditkaw,  mhe^  k  ^I  ^^-  ° 
-««u  i-£     ,  w^^OT  «  -was  ordamed  that 
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save  itself.  He  wondered  if  primitive  man,  or  if 
even  wild  animals,  did  not  always  walk  with  that 
vague  consdousness  of  eon^miat  menace,  where 
lupine  vidousness  seemed  eternally  at  war  with 
vulpine  wariness. 

"Then  what  would  you  suggest?"  he  asked  the 
wcnnan,  who  sat  before  him  rapt  in  thought. 

"  That  we  watch  Keenan,  continuously,  night  and 
day.  He  has  be»  h»ii^  and  followed  now  for 
over  two  months,  and  he  is  only  waiting  for  a  d»r 
field  to  take  to  his  heels.    And  when  he  goes  he  is 
going  for  America.    That  I  know.    If  we  lose 
of  him,  we  lose  our  chance." 
D»fcin  walked  to  the  window,  and  looked  out  at 
the  tiled  roofs  and  the  squat  chimney-pots,  above 
which  he  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  burstii^  slqr-rock- 
ets  and  the  glow  of  Greek  fire  from  the  mmm 
canyons  of  the  streets  below. 

**'Wh^  are  all  the  fireworks  for?  "  be  asked  her 
casua^. 

"  It's  a  Saint's  Day,  of  some  sort,  tbey  toy  me 
at  the  office,"  she  explained. 

He  was  about  to  turn  and  speak  to  her  again 
aftar  a  mmute's  silence,  when  a  low  knock  sounded 
an  tiie  <fe»r.  He  remained  both  silent  and  motion- 
less, and  tlw  knodc  was  repeated. 

"  In  a  moment! "  odled  the  womn,  »  ^  »^ 
tioned  Durkin  to  the  door  of  her  clothe»<lo8et 
He  drew  back,  with  a  shake  of  the  bead  m  w- 
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volted  momentarily  against  the  i-nominy  of  the 
movement  But  she  caught  him  by  the  arm  and 
thrust  him  detenntnedly  in,  closing  the  door  on  him. 
Then  she  hi: -riedly  let  her  wealth  of  chest  -it  hair 
tumble  about  her  shoulders.  Then  she  answered 
the  knock,  with  the  loosened  strands  of  chestnut  in 
one  abashed  hand. 

U  was  Keenan  himself  who  stood  in  the  hall  be- 
fore her. 
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THE  DO(«WAY  OF  SURPRISE 

"May  I  speak  to  you  a  moment?"  asked 
Keenan,  taking  a  step  nearer  to  her  as  he  spoke. 
She  seemed  able,  even  under  his  quiet  composure, 
to  detect  some  note  of  alann. 

"  Win  yi»  come  inf*  At  htMag  tfie 

door  wide  for  him. 

"  If  you  don't  mind  the  intrusion." 

She  had  closed  the  door,  and  stood  facing  him, 
interrogatively. 

"What  I  am  going  to  ask  you,  Miss  Alkn,  is 
sometfaiag  unumaL  But  ^  part  wedc  has  ifacnni 
me  that  you  are  an  unusual  woman."  He  iMsi- 
tated,  in  doubt  as  to  how  to  proceed. 

"In  America,"  she  said,  laughing  a  little,  to 
widen  his  avenue  of  approach,  "  you  would  call  me 
eottncipated,  wcml^'t  jraa?** 

He  bowed  and  laughed  a  little  tn  return. 

"  But  let  me  explain,"  he  went  on.  "  I  am  ia 
what  you  might  call  a  dilemma.  For  some  reason 
or  other  certain  persons  here  are  watching  and  fol- 
lowing me,  night  and  day.  In  America  —  which, 
thank  God,  k  a  kmd  of  few  aad  Ofde*— M  sort 
oi  iMt^  WMddn't  distttrb  me.  M  ten**— fat 
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gave  a  little  shrug — "well,  you  know  what  they 
say  about  Italy! " 

'"Then  I  wasn't  nustakeni''  slie  cried,  with  a 
well-rung  note  of  alarm. 

He  looked  at  her,  narrowly. 

"Ah,  I  suspected  you'd  have  an  inkling!  But 
what  I  have  here  makes  the  case  exceptional  — 
and,  perhaps,  a  little  dangerous!  " 

He  drew  fronn  his  pocket  a  ydlow-tinted  manila 
envelope,  of  "  legal "  size.  Fraidc's  qoidc  giance 
told  her  that  it  was  by  no  means  empty. 

"  It  may  sound  theatrical,  and  you  may  laugh 
at  me,  but  will  you  take  possession  of  these  papers 
for  me,  for  a  few  days?  No,  let  me  explain  first. 
They  are  ii^wrtant,  I  confess^  for,  although  value- 
less commercially,  they  contain  personal  and  fHivi^ 
letters  that  are  worth  a  good  deal  to  me !  " 

"But  this  means  a  great  re^nsibility,"  de- 
murred Frank. 

"  Yes ;  but  no  danger  —  at  least  to  you,  since  you 
are  in  no  way  under  suspidon.  You  said  tiuft  m 
five  days  you  would  probably  be  in  Naples.  Sup- 
posing that  I  arrange  to  meet  you  at,  say,  the  Ho- 
tel de  Londres  there,  and  then  repay  you  for  your 
tpooMe.'* 

"But  it's  so  unusual;  so  ahoost  absurd,"  ^11 
dosurred  the  acting  woman.  The  eav»dropper 
hxm  the  closet  felt  that  it  was  an  instance  of  dia- 
mond cutting  diamond.   How  hard  and  poUsb^ 
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and  finished,  he  thought,  actor  and  a^rew  con- 
fronted each  other. 

"  Will  you  take  the  risk?  "  the  man  was  asking. 

She  kxAed  from  hmi  to  the  padcet  and  tiien 
back  to  him  again. 

"  Yes,  if  you  insist  —  if  it  is  really  help'  ig  you 
out!"  she  rq>lied,  with  still  simulated  bewilder- 
ment. 

He  thaidced  her  with  wnnethii^f  more  than  his 
fHTolm^nud,  placid  criqmess,  and  put  the  padeet  in 
her  outstretched  hand. 

"Is  that  all?"  • 

"  Yes,  everything." 

"  In  Naples,  in  five  days?  '* 

**  Yes;  ^  Hdtd  de  Londres.  And  now  I  most 
teave  yoo." 

He  startled  her  by  taking  her  iuuid  and  wrti^^ing 
it.  She  was  still  looking  down  at  the  packed  «•  lie 
withdrew,  and  the  door  closed  behind  him. 

She  listened  for  a  moment,  and  then  turned  the 
key  m  the  lock.  Dividn,  stepping  from  his  place 
of  «»cea1ment,  ccmfrooted  hor.  They  Utood  gaz- 
ing at  each  other  in  blank  astonishment. 

Frank's  first  impulse  was  to  tear  open  the  en- 
velope. But  on  second  thoughts  she  flew  to  her 
akohol  tea-lamp  and  lighted  the  flame.  It  was  only 
a  ottintte  m  two  before  a  jet  of  steam  came  ftom  t&e 
t&orketUe  spout.  Over  tlna^  ittl^  and  held  the 
gittMMd^  enveiope-flap,  until  tilr  mwrBagt  loftuwri 
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and  dissolved.  Then,  holding  her  breath,  she 
peeled  back  the  flap,  and  from  the  envelope  drew 
three  toUed  but  carefuDy  folded  copies  of  the  Lon- 
don Daily  Cknmiek,  The  envdope  held  nottof 
more. 

A  little  cry  of  disappointment  escaped  Duiidn, 
while  Frank  turned  the  papers  over  in  her  fingers, 
in  speechless  amazement  The  very  audacity  of 
^  nan  wmpt  her     her  feet 

It  was  both  a  warning  and  a  dnOenge,  grim 
with  Its  suggestiveness,  eloquent  with  cardess  de- 
fiance.   That  was  her  first  thought. 

"The  fool  — he's  making  fun  of  you!"  said 
Duricin,  with  a  second  passionate  oath. 

Frank  was  skwiy  refoldtngr  the  papers,  and  re- 
placing them  in  the  envelope. 

"  I  don't  believe  that's  it,"  she  said,  medftatively. 
"  I  believe  he  is  trying  me  —  making  this  a  test!  " 

She  carefully  moistened  the  gum  and  resealed  the 
enwiope,  so  that  it  bore  no  trace  of  having  revealed 
itscc  *ents.  She  stood  gaahig  at  hw  husband  with 
studic  ?  and  unseeing  eyes. 

"  If  he  comes  back  I'll  know  that  I  am  right," 
she  cried,  with  sudden  conviction.  "  If  he  finds  that 
I  ««  stiH  here,  and  that  his  packet  is  still  intact 
and  safe,  he'U  do  what  he  wants  to  do.  And  that 
IS,  hell  trust  me  with  the  whole  of  his  securitosf 

She  quenched  the  akohol  flame  and  mdaoed  the 
lamp  in  its  case. 
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If  he  comes  back,"  mocked  Durldn.  "Do  you 

know  what  you  and  I  ought  to  be  doing,  at  this  mo- 
ment? We  ought  to  be  foUowing  tim  ama  evtiy 
step  he  takes.** 

*•  But  where?  "  f He  shook  her  head,  slowly,  in 
dibsrat 

"  That's  for  ns  to  find  out.  But  can't  you  fed 
that  he's  left  us  in  the  lurch,  thft  we're  shut  up 
here,  while  he's  giving  us  tht  laugh  and  gettti^ 
away?" 

"Jim,  listen  to  me.  During  this  past  week  I've 
seen  nx»v  of  Kecms  than  ym  have." 

"  Yes,  a  vast  sight  more! "  he  imerjected,  heat- 
edly. 

"  And  I  feel  sure,"  she  went  on  evenly,  "  that  he 
is  more  frightened  and  worried  than  he  pretends  to 
be.  He  is,  after  aU,  only  a  tricky  and  ferrety  Irish 
^wytr,  who  is  afraid  of  every  ponm^  o^ri^  ^ 
own  little  circuit  of  experience.  He's  afraid  of 
Italy.  I  suppose  he  has  nightmares  about  brigan- 
taggio,  even!  He's  afraid  of  foreigners  —  afraid 
of  tills  sOTt  r*  ccmspiracy  of  silence  that  seems  sur- 
rounding him.  He's  even  afraui  to  take  his  pre- 
cious docmnents  and  put  them  in  a  safe-depont 
vault  in  any  one  of  the  regularly  established  insti- 
tutions here  in  Genoa.  There  are  plenty  of  them, 
but  he  isn't  big  and  bold  enough  to  do  his  business 
Art  way.  He's  been  a  fugitive  so  long  his  only 
^oim3^mh$^  AodMiei^keefti 
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never  forget  that  his  work  is  underground  and  il- 
licit. That  is  why  he  carries  his  documents  about 
with  him,  or  him,  in  his  pockets,  like  a  sneak  thief 
wWi  a  pocketfta  of  rtoten  goods.  I  don't  mean  to 
say  that  he  isn't  smooth  and  crafty,  and  that  he 
won't  fight  like  a  rat  when  he's  cornered!  But  I 
do  believe  that  if  he  and  Penfield  covM  get  in  touch 
today,  here  in  Genoa,  he  would  hand  over  every 
dollar  of  those  securities,  and  give  up  the  job,  and 
get  bade  to  his  familiar  old  kirs  among  the  New 
York  poolrooms  and  wardheelers  and  petty  crimi- 
nals where  he  knows  his  enemies  and  his  friends! " 

Durkin  strode  toward  the  door  impatiently.  He 
hesitated  for  a  moment,  but  had  already  stretched 
out  his  hand  to  turn  the  key  when  he  drew  back,  si- 
lent, ^  by  s^ 

For  a  second  time,  on  the  pand,  wMioiit,  the 
low  knock  was  sounding. 

Frank  watched  the  closet  door  draw  to  and  close 
on  Durkin;  then  she  caUed  out,  with  assumed  and 
cheery  unconcern,  **  Come  in." 

She  did  not  look  up  lor  a  nx»M,  for  was 
still  busy  with  her  hair. 

The  door  opened  and  closed. 

"  I  trust  I  do  not  intrude  ?  " 

Frarfc's  brush  fell  from  her  hand,  before  she 
even  dowly  wheeled  and  kwked,  for  it  was  the 
suave  and  well-modulated  beritotie  of  Fbhioff. 

"What  does  this  mean?"  die  4maam  va- 
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gaze. 

"  Simply,  madam,  that  you  and  I  seem  seldom 
able  to  anticipate  each  other's  calls  I " 

1^  nuule  a  precise  of  gdng  to  the  electric 
nal. 

"  It  is  quite  useless/'  explained  the  lUutian 
ly.    "  The  wires  are  disconnected." 

He  took  out  his  watch  and  glanced  at  it.  "  In- 
deed,  as  a  demonstration  that  others  enjoy  privi- 
l^;es  whidi  you  sometimes  exert,  in  two  nomitet 
every  light  in  thiii  room  will  be  cut  off ! " 

The  woman  was  panting  a  little  by  this  time,  for 
her  thoughts  were  of  Durkin  and  his  danger,  as 
much  as  of  herself.  She  struggled  desperately  to 
regain  her  sdf-^pc»session,  for  there  was  no  mistak- 
^be  quiet  but  grim  determinatimi  written  on  die 
Rtuuan's  pallid  face.  And  she  knew  he  was 
akme  in  whatever  plot  he  had  laid. 

She  would  have  spoken,  only  the  sudden  flood  of 
blackness  that  submerged  her  startled  her  into  si- 
lence. The  lights  had  gone  out 

1^  demanded  of  hersdf  ipiddy,  what  AoiM  be 
l»r  first  move. 

While  she  stood  in  momentary  suspem^  a  Imodc 
sounded  still  once  more  on  her  door. 

"  Come  in,"  she  called  out  quickly,  loudly,  now 
alert  and  alive  to  every  mowment 

&  wu  Keemm  idio  stq>ped     iroiii  the  half- 
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lighted  hall.  He  would  have  paused,  in  involun- 
tary amazement,  at  the  utter  darkness  that  greeted 
him,  cmly  footsteps  approaching  and  passing  cc  v 
peOed  htm  to  act  quickly. 

He  stepped  inside  and  ctosed  and  locked  the  door. 

She  had  not  been  mistaken.  He  had  com  back 
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There  flashed  through  Fances  Durkin's  mind,  in 
the  momentary  silence  that  fell  over  that  strange 
company,  tht  cemdamom  tiu^  tiK  truu^  wm 
om^leted;  that  there,  in  om  room,  through  a 
tutiousness  that  seemed  to  her  more  fsctitiotts  than 
actual,  stood  the  three  contending  and  opposing 
forces.  The  thought  came  and  went  like  a  flash, 
for  it  was  not  a  time  for  meditation,  but  for  hur- 
ried and  decorate  actkm.  The  sane  of  S(»nethii4r 
vast  and  oBBmom  seemed  to  hang  over  the  dark- 
ness, where,  for  a  second  Of  tmf,  the  »IeiiGe  <^ 
solute  surprise  rei^^ned. 

The  last-comer,  too,  seemed  to  feel  this  sense  of 
sometUng  impending,  lor  a  moment  later  hit  vokt 
rai^  out,  Clear  mm  unnesitatmg,  wkb  a  tooot  ot 
challenge  in  it. 

"  Miss  Alko,  are  you  here?  Aod  it  aaythiai; 
wrong?" 

"  Stand  where  you  are !  "  the  voice  of  the  woman 
antwered,  timi^  the  daricnett,  fym  and  dear. 
"Yea.  X  am  here.  ^  Aere  »  aaete  perwB  fa 
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this  room.   He  is  a  man  who  mam  hann,  I  believc,' 

to  both  of  us!" 

"Ah!**  laid  the  voice  near  the  door. 

The  woman  was  speaking  again,  her  voice  high 
and  nervous,  from  the  continued  sm^NSise  erf  that 
darkness  and  silence  combined,  a  wyrtwy  frem 
which  any  bolt  might  strike. 

"  Above  all  things,"  she  warned  him.  "  you  must 
watch  that  door}  ** 

Her  straining  ears  heard  a  quiet  clidc-dick;  she 
had  learned  of  old  the  meaning  of  that  pregnant 
sound.  It  was  the  tr%g«r  <rf  a  ff¥oiver  hetac 
cocked.  '  ""^ 

"All  right  — I'm  ready,"  said  the  man  at  the 
iloor,  grMy.  Then  he  laughed,  perhaps  a  little 
t»eawly.  w^  ure  we  aO  hi  dufmos  ti^ 

wiy?** 

"  The  wires  have  been  cut^that  is  a  eart^  Mi 

plan!" 

Keenan  took  a  step  into  the  room  and  addressed 
tiie  Uack  en^thms  bekm  Mm. 
"  Win  the  gmtleman  ^k  up  and  exi^?  ** 

No  answer  came  out  of  the  darkness.  Frank 
knew,  by  this  time,  that  Keenan  vaM  mdw  no 
move  to  desert  her. 

"  Have  you  a  lamp,  or  a  light  of  any  kind,  Miss 
Allen  ?  "  was  the  next  curt,  hunnes^  qwstion. 

"  Oh,  be  careful,  sir! "  Ae  mmi  han,  now  In 
bhnd  and  unreaso^ig  tetw. 
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"Have  you  M  liflit?  **  ftpMtwl  Kcciwm  Stttfiori* 

tatively. 

"  I  have  only  an  alcohol  lamp ;  it  givw  Klft^ 
any  light  —  it  is  for  boiling  a  teapot  I " 

"Thenliglittt^pieaitt" 

**  Oil,  I  date  BOtt "  Ae  cHed,  for  now  lAw  wat  pot> 
sessed  of  the  unreasoning  fear  that  one  step  in  any 
direction  wouUl  farkig  'm  coirtact  wiUi  dmHh 
itself. 

"  Light  it,  please  1 "  commanded  Keenan.  "  Noth- 
ing will  happen.  I  have  in  my  hand  here, 
wImsw  I  stand,  a  ti^Q^-^i^  calitve  revolver,  to^ed 
and  cocked.  If  there  is  one  movement  from  the 
gentleman  you  speak  of,  I  will  empty  it  into  him !  " 

Both  Keenan  and  Frank  started,  and  peered 
through  the  blackness.  For  a  careless  and  half-de- 
risive, half-omtaiqyttsous  laugh  sotoMkd  througli 
tfae  foofl9» — Pbbloff,  obvioa^f,  taid  ^n^MR  noved 
from  where  he  stood. 

Frank  slowly  groped  to  the  wall  of  her  room, 
and  felt  with  blind  and  exploring  hands  until  she 
came  to  her  bureau.  Then  sounded  the  clink  of 
nyed  as  the  lamp  was  witlKlrawn  from  its  case 
and  the  dry  rattle  of  German  safety-matches.  Then 
the  listener  heard  the  quick  scrape  and  flash  of  the 
match  against  the  side  of  the  little  paper  box,  and 
the  puff  of  the  wavering  blue  flame  as  the  match- 
ewl  cane  in  contact  w^  the  akc^Kd. 

J^bK  iM,  It  was  ipood  to  have  a  ^j^t  &Kdn> 
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gruously  it  flashed  through  her  mind,  as  wayward 
thoughts  and  ideu  would  at  such  moments,  how  re- 
Meved  ^im^ve  mm  amid  hn  ftfteiitivc  ai^^ 
amst  have  been  at  the  blessed  gift  of  the  first  fire. 

The  wavering  blue  flame  widened  and  height- 
ened. In  a  moment  the  inky  room  was  pallidly 
wSvaed  with  its  trembling  half-light  Outside, 
throo^  the  ni^^  southed  nndBti  street  noises, 
and  the  boom  and  hiss  and  tpm  of  fireworks. 

The  two  peon^  faces  turned  sUnviy,  Hmr 
range  of  vision  had  swept  the  entire  room.  Then 
they  paused,  for  motionless  against  the  west  wall, 
h^Wfcn  the  closet  door  and  the  comer,  stood  Pob- 
loff.  His  anas  were  fbkied,  and  he  was  laughine 
•  little. 

Frank  drew  nearer  Keenan,  instinctively,  wqa- 
dering  what  the  next  movement  would  be. 

It  was  Pobloflf's  voice  that  first  broke  the  silence. 
WQBHui  lies,"  he  said,  in  his  suavely  scoff- 
ing baritone.  "  This  woman—— 

"Why  don't  you  say  someObg-^w^  don't 
you  do  something  t "  cried  Fmk,  hpterietOy,  los- 
ing to  Keenan. 

"  Ring  the  beU  I "  commanded  Keenan. 

"^t  oieieH — ^  wires  are  cut,"  she  panted. 
Sht  could  see  that,  above  and  bejrond  aO  his  cnM- 
ness,  his  latent  Irish  fig^i^gwblood  was  mnami, 

"Then,  by  God,  I'll  put  him  out  myself.  If 
there's  any  fight  between  him  end  me     he  ttuaed 
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on  Pobloff  —  "we  won't  drag  a  woman  into  it!** 
The  tall,  gaunt  Russian  against  the  wall  was  no 

longer  laughing. 
"  JMsm  me/'  he  said,  advancing  a  step.   "  This 

woman  has  in  her  possession  a  packet  of  pikers — 

<rf  pefsooal  and  private  ptsgm,  iiAkk  ooneem 

neither  you  nor  her! " 
"  But  what  if  it  does  concern  me?  "  demanded 

Keenan. 

''The gentewi  k  faScinf  aonsense,"  said  Tdb- 
UM,  uupeiluibed.  Yet  he  lemed  forward  and 

studied  him  more  closely,  through  the  half-light, 
studied  him  as  the  deliberating  terrier  might  study 
the  captured  rat  that  had  dared  to  bite  back  at  him. 
"This  woman,  I  repeat,  has  certain  papers  about 
herl" 

"And  what  of  that?"  cried  Keenan  bliii%. 
Frank  saw,  to  her  joy,  that  he  was  misled. 

" Simply  this:  that  if  the  lady  I  speak  of  hands 
those  papers  to  me,  here,  the  matter  is  ctosed,  for 
aSthae!" 

''Aadtf  shedoei^t?'' 
Then  she  wiU  do  so  later! " 

A  grunt  of  sheer  rage  broke  from  Keenin's  lips. 
But  he  checked  it,  suddenly,  and  wheeled  on  the 
woman. 

"CSvelto  the  package."  he  or^nd.  She  hcst- 
tiled,  for  the  moment  tfie  thooght  of  Ketata't 
Mthtt  fissai  «sp«t  her  mai4 
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"Do  as  I  say,"  he  repeated  curtly. 
Ffaide,  ranemberiiig,  drew  the  yellow  manila  en- 
velope from  her  bosom,  and  wHh  out-ttretdied  arm 

handed  it  to  Pobloff, 

The  Russian  took  it  in  silence.  Then  with  a 
few  quick  strides  he  advanced  to  the  alcohol  lamp. 
As  he  did  so  both  Keenan  and  Frank  noticed  for 
the  first  time  the  Mtmt  little  gun-metal  revtAvtr  ht 
held  in  his  right  hand. 

"  Again  you  will  pardon  me,"  said  Pobloff,  with 
his  ever-scoffing  courtliness.  "  A  mere  glance  will 
be  necessary,  to  make  sure  that  we  are  not  —  mis- 
taken!" 

He  tore  open  the  env^jpe  with  one  kmg  ion- 
finger,  and  stooped  to  draw  forth  the  contents. 

It  was  then  that  Keenan  sprang  at  him.  Frank 
^the  moment,  was  marveling  at  the  unbroken  con- 
tfam^  of  evidence  linking  her  with  her  uncompre- 
hending cf^poaeaL 

The  sudden  tai^  and  cry  of  Keenan  sent  a  tii^ 
of  apprehension  ap  and  down  her  body.  She  adced 
herself,  vaguely,  if  all  the  rest  of  her  life  was  to  be 
°»^^"P  o^  this  brawling  and  fighting  in  unlighted 
timaken  <rf  horror:  now  that  they  were  in  the 
more  turgid  am  -  ,  r  which  they  had  longed, 
there  were  to  con  v  moment  <^  peace  mi 
their  tumult  and  st-.aggling. 

Then  she  drew  in  her  breath  with  a  little  gasp, 
forihe  saw  Pobloff,  with  a  quick  writhe  of  his  tl^ 
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body,  free  his  imprisoned  right  arm,  and  strike  with 
the  metal  butt  of  his  revolver. 

He  struck  twk^  diree  tiines^  and  the  sound  of  iSxt 
metal  on  tlie  ut^rotected  head  was  ^^enh^  to  tlw 
Ustenii^  woman.  She  staggered  to  the  doset  doOT 
as  the  man  fell  to  the  floor,  stunned. 

"  Jim !  Oh,  Jim,  quick !  —  he's  killing  him  I  —  I 
tell  you  he's  killing  him ! " 

Dnrtdn  said  "'Sss^t''  under  his  breath,  and 
waited. 

For  in  the  dim  half-light  they  could  see  that  the 
Russian  had  ripped  open  Keenan's  coat  and  vest, 
and  from  a  double-buttoned  pocket  on  the  inside  of 
the  inner  garment  was  drawing  out  a  yellow  manila 
mv^opt,  tiie  fdlow  to  tint  whidi  alrei^  been 
thrust  into  his  hands.  It  was  ^mq  tbst  Dtoldtt 
q)rang  forward. 

Pobloff  saw  him  advance.  He  had  only  time  to 
reverse  his  hold  on  the  little  gun-metal  revolver  and 
fire  two  shc^ 

The  first  ^ot  went  wMie,  tonrkii^  de^  mto  the 
plairtered  wall.  The  second  cut  through  the  flap 
of  his  assailant's  coat-pocket,  just  over  the  left  hip, 
scattering  little  flecks  of  woollen  cloth  about  But 
there  was  no  time  for  a  third  shot. 

MCCIHeU  UruuU  fO  PTBXBKf  DUl  SOC  RllOWBU  OCT* 

Klf  trxat  for  neither  thought  nor  scruj^es.   All  ilie 
remembered  was  that  it  was  necessary  —  though 
once  again  she  adcad  herself  if  all  her  life,  from  that 
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day  on,  was  to  be  made  up  of  brawling  and  figlik- 
ing. 

For  Durkin  had  brot^  down  oo  the  baM-tumed 

head  the  up-poised  bedroom  chair  with  all  his  force. 
Pobloff,  with  a  little  inarticulate  cry  that  was  alraort 
a  grunt,  buckled  and  pitched  forward. 

"That  settles  yout"  the  stooping  man  said, 
^Mrtiesilr,  u  bt  watdwd  idiii  idax  and  half  roU 
on  his  side. 

Frank  watched  him,  too,  but  with  no  sense  of 
triumph  or  success,  with  no  emotion  but  slowly 
awakening  disgust,  agains^  which  she  found  it  use- 
less to  struggle.  She  watched  him  with  a  sense  of 
detachment  md  idooiBess,  m  if  lodkmg  down  on 
him  from  a  great  height,  whSe  he  tore  19011  tte 
manila  envelope  and  gave  vent  to  a  little  cry  of 
satisfaction.  They  at  last  possessed  the  Penfield 
securities.  Then  she  went  over  and  replenished 
the  waning  flame  in  the  akohol  lamp. 

"  We've  got  to  gel  away  horn  here  now,**  sakl 
Durkin  quickly.   "  And  the  sooner  the  better!  ** 

She  looked  about  her,  a  little  helplessly.  Then 
she  glanced  at  Keenan.    "  See,  he's  coming  to!  " 

II  Are  you  ready?  "  Durkin  demanded  sharply. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  in  her  dead  and  resigned 
voie^  as  she  took  i»her  iMtt  Md 
are  we  going?" 

"  I'll  tell  you  on  the  way  down.  Oafy  yoa  nmst 
get  what  you  want,  and  hurry  I " 


"THE  FOLLY  m  CStAMDEUR " 


"  But  is  it  safe  now? "  she  demurred,  "  and  for 
youf 

He  Aoogiit  for  a  raoiDei^  with  his  hand  on  the 
doorknob.   Then  he  tamed  hack. 

"  You'd  better  keep  this,  then,  ui^  I  find  wk^ 
we  have  to  face,  outside  here ! " 

He  passed  into  her  hand  the  manila  envek>pe,  and 
stepped  out  into  the  halL 

A  moraeat  later  ^  had  secreted  tiie  packet,  ak»g 
with  PoblofTs  revolver,  ^ch  she  picked  iqi  from 
the  floor.  Then  she  ran  to  the  door,  and  locked  it 
She  would  fight  like  a  hornet,  now,  she  inwardly 
vowed,  for  what  she  heUL 

Then  Out  caught  her  breath,  bdund  the  locked 
door,  li»r  the  somidi  ettpk  hi  Irom  hafiway 
told  her  that  her  fear  had  not  been  groundless. 

She  heard  Durkin's  little  choked  cry  of  pain  and 
surprise,  for  he  had  been  seized,  she  knew,  and 
pinned  back  against  the  door.  It  was  PoUoff's 
mca,  she  toid  hers^  They  had  bha  by  the  throat, 
she  knew  fay  ^  somid  of  tiie  guttural  oatltt  which 
they  were  trying  to  choke  back.  She  could  hear 
the  kick  and  scrape  of  feet,  the  movement  of  his 
writhing  and  twisting  body  agamst  the  door,  as  on 
a  soundii^-board.  She  surmised  that  they  had  his 
9im  Ml,  ottowMC  he  wotdd  lOKiy  have  used  hit 
revolver.  She  was  consdmis  of  a  mtt  fd  joy 
at  the  thought  that  he  could  not,  for  they  were  go-  * 
ing  thrpii^  him,  from  tht  qnittid  aomdi,  fodiat 
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by  pocket,  and  she  knew  he  would  have  shot  than 
IfhceoukL 

**  There's  nothing  heret said  a  voice  in  French. 
Fnuik,  listening  so  close  to  ^bteia,  coM  hear  tiie 
three  men  breathe  and  pant. 

"Then  the  woman  has  itl"  answerea  the  other 
voice,  likewise  in  French. 

"  mmt  vtj^l  Sht'll  get  col  **  And  Frank  oo^ 
hear  thrai  tear  and  haul  at  Durldn  as  tl^  Aragpfed 
him  down  the  ha&-^jtut  nffmt,  Ate  emild  not 
distinguish. 

She  ran  over  to  Keenan  and  shook  him  roughly. 
He  looked  at  her  a  little  stupidly,  but  did  not  seem 
i^e  to  lespoBid  te  her  orti  watiCT. 

"Qiuck!"  she  whispered,  "or  it  will  be  too 
late!" 

She  flung  her  pitcher  of  water  in  his  face  and 
over  his  head,  and  poured  brandy  from  her  little 
leather-cover«l  pocket-flask  down  his  throat 

Tint  seemed  to  revive  htm,  fcMr  he  sat  cm  ^ 
carpeted  floc»r,  mumblingly,  and  glowoed  at  her. 
Then  he  remembered ;  and  as  she  bathed  his  bruised 
head  with  a  wet  towel  he  cai^^  at  her  hand  iooi- 
ishly. 

"  Have  we  lost  them?  "  he  asked  hsoMfy,  ddi- 

"  No,  they  are  here!  See,  intact,  and  safe.  But 
yon  must  take  them  back.  Neither  of  v»  caa  jp> 
through  that  hall  with  them!" 
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"Why  not?" 

"  We're  watched  —  we're  prisoners  here! " 
** Then  what'll  we  do?  "  he  asked  weakly,  for  he 
was  not  yet  hfflMdi 
"  Yoit  amst  take  tlwiii,  tad  get  out  of  this 

There  is  only  one  way  I" 
"What  is  it?" 

"  You  see  this  rope.  It's  meant  for  a  fire-escape. 
You  must  let  yourself  down  by  it.  You'll  find  your- 
sdf  in  a  court,  ffiieti  wMi  empty  barreb.  That 
leads  into  a  bake-shof» — you  can  see  ^  oven  Ugfats 
and  smell  the  bread,  ^jiw  the  man  ten  lira,  and 
he's  sure  to  let  yon fU&  Omyondo^?  Do  yoe 
understand  ?  " 

"Yes,"  he  said,  still  a  little  bewildered.  "But 
wkere  win  I  meet  yon?" 
She  pondered  a  i«»nent 

"  In  Trieste,  a  week  frcnn  tomorrow.  But  can 
you  manage  the  rope?  " 

He  laughed  a  little.  "I  ought  to!  I've  been 
through  a  poolro(»n  raid  or  two,  over  home! " 

"  In  Trieste  then,  a  week  fttxn  morrow  i " 

She  h«^^  him  her  brandHiadc 

"  You  may  need  it,"  she  explained.  He  was  on 
his  feet  by  this  time,  struggling  to  pnU  litniid£  to- 
gether. 

"  But  you  can't  face  that  alone,"  he  remonstrate^ 
with  a  tln^^  toward  the  M  "I  won't  set 
yon  toadied  I9F  Aose  ctomned 
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"  'Ssssh !  "  she  warned  him.  "  They  can't  do  any- 
thing to  me  now,  except  search  me  for  those 

"But  even  that!" 

"  I'll  wait  until  I  see  you're  safely  down,  then  I'll 
run  for  the  stairs.  They've  shut  off  all  the  lights 
outside,  in  this  wing,  but  if  they  in  any  way  attempt 
to  nt-trcat  me,  before  I  get  to  the  main  corridor,  I'll 
aerem  for  Im^I  " 

"  But  even  to  search  ymt  **—  began  Keenan  again. 

"  Yes,  I  know !  "  she  answered  evenly.  "  It's  not 
pleasant.  But  I'll  face  it"— she  turned  her  eyes 
full  upon  him  —  "  for  you  I " 

They  listenoi  for  a  mcmient  togetlwr  at  the 
opened  wmdow.  Tkt  ted  fl^^  me  atffl  toi^ 
here  and  there  about  the  city  in  the  streets  below, 
and  the  carnival-like  cries  and  noises  still  filled  the 
air. 

And  she  watched  him  anxiously  as  he  and  his 
packet  of  documents  went  down  the  dangling  hemp 
rope,  readied  tiie  rtooe  paving  of  ^  1^  temt, 
and  disappeared  in  the  sqoufe  of  fight  framed  fay 
the  bake-shop  window. 

Then  she  turned  back  into  the  room,  startled 
by  a  weak  and  wavering  groan  from  Pobloff.  She 
went  to  him,  and  tried  to  lift  him  up  on  the  bed, 
but  he  was  too  heavy  for  her  overtuced  titrei^^ 
She  wondered,  as  she  slipped  a  pillow  undo:  his 
head,  why  she  should  be  afraid  of  him  in  that  qobm- 
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tose  and  helpless  state  — why  even  his  white  and 
passive  face  looked  so  vindk^ve  and  ""Mtr  m 
dim  light  of  the  room. 

Bttt  as  he  moved  a  little  she  started  back,  and 
amght  up  what  things  she  cottld  fling  into  her  Ghd- 

Hone  lM«,  and  put  tlie  I%fat,  and  groped  her  vty 
across  the  room  once  more. 

Then  she  flung  open  the  door  and  stepped  out 
into  the  hall,  with  a  feeling  that  her  heart  was  in 
her  mcmA,  choking  her. 

9ie  ceased  rtmoiiif  as  she  came  to  the  bend  in 
the  hall,  for  she  Iward  the  sound  of  voices,  aad  tiie 
light  grew  stronger.   She  wotdd  have  dodged 
bat  it  was  too  late. 

Then  she  saw  that  it  was  Durkin,  beside  three 
^berinir  and  getticulating  Guardie  di  Pubblica 
^carena. 

"  Oh,  there  you  meV*  said  his  eqiii^  and  tfaa- 
quil  voice,  as  he  removed  his  hat. 

She  did  not  speak,  accepting  silence  as  safer. 

"I  brought  these  gentlemen,  for  someone  told 
me  there  was  a  Amnlcai  Englishman  in  the  halls, 
annoying  you,  and  I  was  afra»  we  might  tm  our 
train!" 

She  looked  at  the  gendarmes  and  then  on  to  the 
excited  servants  at  their  heels,  in  bewilderme^ 
She  was  to  escape,  then,  in  safety! 

**  Ejqdain  to  tlttse  genttenxn  just  what  it  was," 

^  heard  ^  wars^fly  suave  vdee  of  her  Inisiiand 
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saying  to  her,    wlale  I  harry  down  maA  octe  the 

otrriage  i " 

She  was  nervous  and  excited  and  incoherent,  yet 
as  they  followed  at  her  side  down  the  broad  marble 
ftafaoMe  she  imde  them  tniderstaiid  dimly  that 
their  imrtection  was  now  unnecessary.  No,  she  had 
not  been  insulted;  not  directly.  But  she  had  been 
affronted.  It  was  nothing  —  only  the  shock  of  see- 
ing a  drunken  quarrel;  it  had  alarmed  and  upset 
her.  She  paused,  caught  at  the  balustrade,  then 
wavered  a  Ut&t;  and  three  scrficttous  arms  m  daric 
ckrth  and  metal  buttons  were  thrust  out  to  mppott 
her.  She  thanked  them,  in  her  soft  contralto,  gyrate- 
fully.  The  drive  through  the  open  air,  she  asmired 
them,  would  restore  her  completely. 

But  all  tile  while  she  was  thinking  how  need- 
htOy  and  Wadly  and  foc^bfy  she  had  sorrendrnd 
and  lost  a  fortune.  Iferpa&  ctf  esoq^hadheoian 
oat, 

**  W<m*t  they  find  out,  and  everything  be  known, 
before  we  can  get  to  the  station?  "  she  a^ed,  as  the 
fresh  night  air  fanned  her  throbbing  face  and  l»X)W. 

"  Of  course  they  will  I  "  said  Durkin.  "  But  we're 
not  going  to  the  station.  We're  going  to  the  water* 
front,  and  from  there  out  to  our  steamer! " 

"For  where? she  asked. 

**I  scarcely  know — but  anywho^  away  from 
Genoa!" 
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AWAmniiG  vatcn 

Frances  Durkin's  memory  of  that  hurried  flight 
from  Genoa  always  remained  with  her  a  confusion 
of  incongriKHtt  and  quickly  changing  pictures.  She 
had  a  recolkcto  of  ttepfni^  from  her  cab  into  a 
crowded  sailors'  caf4  chantant,  of  puling  past 
chairs  and  tables  and  hurrying  out  through  a  side 
door,  of  a  high  wind  tearing  at  her  hair  and  hat, 
as  she  and  Durkin  still  hurried  down  narrow,  stone- 
paved  streets,  of  catdUng  iSm  smell  of  salt  water 
and  Ae  muslgr  odor  of  shtpfrii^,  of  a  sharp  alter- 
caticm  with  an  obdurate  customs  officer  in  blue  uni- 
form and  tall  peaked  cap,  who  stubbornly  barred 
their  way  with  a  bare  and  glittering  bayonet  against 
her  husband's  breast,  while  she  glibly  and  persever- 
mgijr  lied  to  ym,  fost  in  Freaeb*  and  then  in  Eng- 
lish, and  then  in  Italian. 

She  remembered  her  sense  of  eso^  when  he 
last  reluctantly  allowed  them  to  pass,  while  they 
stumbled  over  railway  tracks,  and  the  rough  stones 
oi  the  quay  pavement,  and  the  bundles  of  merchan- 
hfkag  mmtni  al»ei  tiwm.  Ihm  ste  imxd 
the  in^tient  lapfnn^  of  water,  and  the  outvie  roar 
of  the  wavii^  aad  mm  the  harbor  ^Iffitir  lirfaiMing 
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and  dancinp.  and  cai  ^rht  sight  of  the  ^hree  g^^^t 
while  shafts  of  light  tb  t  firigereil  so  inquisitively 
and  rertkssly  aioog  the  ^iupfx&g  and  the  city  front 
asrt  ttewidttifaig  tey,  m  l^m  fpmt  glootpy  Mam 
men-ol-wu'  played  and  vmmg  Anr  dei^^ 
i^tMs  the  night. 
Then  rame  a  brief  and  passionate  scene  with  a 
harbor  lerryman,  w'i»  i^vorned  the  dea  of  ukinp 
hi$  hom       ia  sucb  a  sea,  who  t  ^  |umtly  waved 
lit  tarn  md  M  of  maimm  and  (ii- 
asters  alretcljr  Milkn  the  ba>  that  nigitt,  i^o^ 
down  his  cap  and  danced  or  it,  in  an  «s  ef 
passionate  argumentation.    S  it  had  a  mm 
Durkin  almost  as  exi  iteti  as  ihe  iancmi,  harbor    .  „ 
tor  hiaiMM,  raging   p  as^  iswo  die  q      *  ji  a 
Handful  of  Ita&m  pmm  moa^  %etw»«  ys  {fagm, 
until  the  boatnmn  reioitrf,    Th^n      e  a  memory 
of  t  ssing  up  ar  '  down  n  a  bl  ick   nu  windy  sea, 
of  cnwping  under    frrem  -hadow  st  ipled  with  yel- 
low %hts,  of  granug  ai    poutKlint   gainst  a  ship's 
bddtt,  ol  m  oMbbf  si  t^Mmf  fe>ts  Tinning  down 
to  bm  fumlmam,  oi  aore  Mip^a^  li^^  jmi^n 
of  the  qu     and  fateful  privu  >  of  her  own  a^mp 
sxv  'liiig      white-lead   aint  am;  aisinfectants. 

i:  e  slept  t  lat  mght,  h      and   eavily,  and  it  was 
ncR        fl    Tiext  moTtii  !g  when  the  sun  was  high 
^^^^mm-mM-^swm  ^  coast,  that  learned 
tl      were  *  i  board  tlw  Br^^  fmtf^ng  rteamcr 
!  fiwiBiiw,^  ite^ariiaway  ^  Bi^ttl  Lafc  flHf 
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were  to  skirt  the  entire  coast  of  U^,  stopping  «l 
Naples  and  then  at  Bari,  and  then  make  their  way 
up  the  Adriatic  to  Trieste.  These  stops,  Durkin 
had  found,  would  be  brief,  and  ti.>  danger  would 
be  mall,  for  tiie  Laminian  was  primarily  known  as 
ft  kiii^bt»,astykigmii  Um^iiommsi  ndt  aai 
on  her  return  cruise  ptckii^  tq»  tmellancout  car- 
goes of  fruit.  So  her  ptatenger  list,  which  in- 
cluded, outside  of  Frank  and  Durkin,  only  a  con- 
sumptive Welsh  school-teacher  and  a  broken-down 
ck  Fj^nwB  from  Mraiiiq^aun,  who  kept  always  to 
his  cabin,  was  in  danger  of  no  trm-tim  icfti^', 
either  from  the  Neapolitan  Guardic  Municipali  on 
the  one  hand,  or  from  any  j^vate  agn^  ol  ¥fmm 
and  Penfield  on  the  other. 

Even  one  ^rt  day  of  unbrdcen  idleness,  indeed, 
8e«Msd  to  mUet  life  <mr  for  both  Fratdc  and  Dur- 
iw.  iteeping  themi^vea  ktecoii^ort^  aenir 
faicority,  they  drew  natural  and  easy  breath  ooct 
"  They  knew  »♦  was  but  a  momentary  truce, 
*  i  rregnum  of  indolence;  but  it  was  all  they 
«fc  iw.  T^ey  coaM  no  longer  nurse  any  illu- 
j^s^  as  to  the  trend  of  way  or  the  oMflesttiess 
of  their  quest  They  mast  now  ahirays  keep  iner-^ 
ing.  They  might  alter  the  manner  of  their  pro- 
gression, they  might  change  their  stroke,  but  the 
continuity  of  effort  on  their  part  could  no  more  be 
breloB  iNn  ooidi  tint  of  a  twinmer  at  sea.  They 
mm  Imtif  m,  m  go  4emm. 
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So,  in  the  meantime,  they  plucked  the  day,  with 
a  touch  of  wistfulness  born  of  their  very  distrust  of 

The  glinuneringr  sai)pliire  seas  were  almost  mo- 
tionless, the  days  and  nights  were  without  wmd, 
and  the  equable,  balmy  air  was  like  '.lat  of  an 
American  mid-summer,  so  that  all  of  the  day  and 
much  of  the  night  they  spent  on  deck,  where  the 
WrfA  iriioohnaster  tytd  ^ma  covmly,  as  a  honey- 
moon couple  engulfed  in  the  sdfisli  contentment  of 
their  own  great  happiness.    It  reminded  Frank  of 
earlier  and  older  days,  for,  with  the  dropping  away 
of  his  professional  preoccupations,  Durkin  seemed 
to  relapse  into  some  more  intimate  and  personal  re- 
lMioiisi#       her.  It  wti  ^  ftrst  time  since  their 
fliglit  from  America,  she  felt,  that  his  affectum  had 
borne  out  the  promise  of  its  earlier  ardor.    And  it 
taught  her  two  things.    One  was  that  her  woman's 
natural  hunger  for  love  was  not  so  dead  as  she  had 
at  times  anagined.   The  other  was  that  Durkin, 
^xtrhag  the  hst  raon^  lad  drifted  mndi  further 
away  from  her  than  she  had  dreamed   It  sttu^ 
her  into  a  passionate  and  remorseful  self-proimae 
to  keep  closer  to  him,  to  make  herself  always  es- 
sential to  him,  to  turn  and  bend  as  he  might  bend 
and  turn,  bat  always  to  be  with  him.   It  would 
lead  her  downward  and  m  tother  (townward,  she 
told  herself.    But  she  caught  solace  from  some  blind 
belief  that  aU  women,  through  lorae  vagnt  €fer». 
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Hon  of  thdr  affectkmal  powers,  could  invade  the 
darkest  mires  of  life,  if  only  it  were  done  for  love, 

and  carry  away  no  stain.  In  fact,  what  would  be 
a  blemish  in  time  would  almost  prove  a  thing  of 
joy  and  pride.  And  in  the  meantime  she  was  glad 
enough  to  be  as  happy  as  she  was,  and  to  be  near 
Durkin.  It  was  not  the  happiness  she  had  oaee 
looked  for,  but  it  sufficed. 

They  caught  sight  of  a  corner  of  Corsica,  and  on 
the  following  night  could  see  the  glow  of  the  iron- 
atm^ng  fires  on  Elba,  and  the  twinkle  of  the  island 
shore-lights.  Fran  the  bridge,  too,  through  one 
of  the  officers'  glasses,  Frank  could  see,  far  inland 
across  the  Pontine  Marshes,  the  gilded  dome  of  St. 
Peter's,  glimmering  in  the  peliudd  mormnr  sun- 
light 

Si»  called  Dwkw,  and  pointed  it  out  to  him 

"  See,  it's  Rome! "  die  cried,  with  strangely  min- 
gled feelings.    "It's  St.  Peter's 

"  I  wish  it  was  the  Statue  Umt^  mi  Ikir 
York,  he  said,  moodily. 

She  realized,  then,  that  he  was  not  quite  so  happy 
a»  he  lad  pretended  to  be.  And  she  herself,  from 
that  hour  forward,  diaredhi  his  secret  unrest  For 
as  time  slipped  away  and  her  eye  followed  the 
heightening  line  of  the  Apennines,  she  knew  that 
tranquU  Tyrrhenian  Sea  would  not  long  be  left  to 

It  wu  evening  whn  tiiqr  rounded  the  terraced 
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vineyards  of  Ischia.  A  low  red  moon  shone  above 
the  belching  pinnacle  of  Vesuvius.  Frank  and  Dur- 
km  leaiMd  over  the  rail  together,  as  they  drifted 
slowly  up  the  bay,  the  most  beautiful  bay  in  all  the 
world,  with  its  twilight  sounds  of  ship^n|r,  its 
of  anchor  chains,  its  far-off  cries  and  echoes,  and  its 
watery,  pungent  Southern  odors. 

They  watched  the  ship's  officer  put  ashore  to 
<Atain  PfoHque,  and  the  yellow  flag  come  down,  and 
heard  the  ^jnal-beOs  oi  the  eBipot-foom,  as  the 
officer  returned,  with  a  great  cigar  in  one  comer 
of  his  bearded  mouth 

There  was  nothing  amiss.  There  were  neither 
Carabinieri  nor  Guardie  di  Pubblica  Sicurezza  to 
come  on  board  with  papers  and  cross-questions. 
Before  the  break  at  day  &eir  durJitrged 
would  be  in  the  lighters  and  they  would  be  fffittntng 
southward  for  the  Straits  of  Messina. 

That  night,  on  the  deserted  deck,  at  anchor  be- 
tween the  city  and  the  sea,  they  watched  the  glim- 
mering lights  of  Niqiies,  rising  tier  after  tfer  from 
the  Immacolatella  Nwva  and  its  ^»  boBopt  to  tile 
Palazso  di  Capodimonte  and  its  near-by  Osserva- 
torio.  And  when  the  lights  of  the  city  thinned 
out  and  the  crowning  haze  of  gold  melted  from  its 
fcfflri^  the  advancing  night,  Frank  and  Dur- 
kk  sat  back  in  tfadr  steamer-chairs  and  tooked  19 
at  the  stars,  talking  of  Home,  and  of  tl»  future. 
Yet  the  beauty  of  that  br'try  and  traaqi^  i^ghi 
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Mcned  to  hmg  ^  ptw  of  maid  to  DwUb. 

There  were  reasons,  of  late,  when  moments  of 
meditation  were  not  always  moments  of  content- 
ment to  him.   His  wife  had  noticed  that  ever-in- 
creasing troofale  of  soul,  and  although  she  said 
nothti^  of  it,  die  had  watditd  him  narrowly  and 
not  altogether  despondent.  For  she  knew  ttet 
whatever  the  tumult  or  contest  that  might  be  tidc- 
ing  place  within  the  high-walled  arena  of  his  own 
Ego,  it  was  a  clash  of  forces  of  which  she  must 
remam  merely  a  apectator.   So  die  went  below, 
leaving  him  ni  tint  hour  of  pasnve  yet  tronbled 
thought,  to  stare  up  at  the  tranquil  southern  8t»t, 
as  he  meditated  on  life,  and  the  meaning  of  life,  and 
lay  beyond  it  all.    She  knew  men  and  the 
wcwid  loo  wtU  to  look  for  any  sudden  and  sweep- 
ing reorgainzation  of  Durkk's  disturbed  and  rest- 
less mind.   But  she  tmmi  tiie  secret  kope  that  oat 
of  that  spiritual  ferment  wmM  cam  mm  ulti- 
mate clearness  of  vision. 

It  was  late  when  he  caUed  her  up  on  deck  again, 
ortitt^fy  to  cateh  a  glimpse  of  Vesuvius  breaking 
and  bursting  irto  ftun^  above  Bona  and  Portici. 
She  knew,  however,  that  slumbering  md  mibiir 
ranean  fires  other  than  Vesuvius  had  enqited  nito 
light  and  life.  She  could  see  it  by  the  new  misery 
on  his  moonlit  face,  as  she  sat  beside  him.  Yet 
^mma%  a&boe;  tkere  was  so  Uttle  that  she 
co^say. 
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"Do  you  know,  you've  changed,  Frank,  these 
lart  few  monthsl "  Ik  at  last  essayed. 

"  Haven't  there  been  reasons  enoi^  lor  "  die 
asked,  making  no  ^ort  to  eoaeci^  tfae  l^ieraesi  ot 
her  tone. 

"  You're  not  happy,  are  you  ?  " 

**  Are  youf  "  she  asked,  in  turn. 

**  Who  can  be  happy,  and  think?  " 

She  waited,  passively,  for  Um  to  go  on  ag^fei 

"  You  said  you  didn't  much  care  what  happened, 
so  long  as  it  kq>t  us  together,  and  left  us  satis- 
fied." 

**ha*t  thitt  enough?"  she  broke  in,  hotly,  yet 
thrilling  with  ^  thought  that  he  was  about  to 
tear  away  the  mockny  b^id  wUeh  ^  \aA  mtk 
to  mask  herself. 

"No,  it  isn't  enough!  And  now  we're  out  of 
the  dust  of  it,  these  last  few  days,  I  can  see  that 

sever  fOK  bis  mot^h.  I've  just  been  wondering 
where  it  leads  to,  and  what  it  amou^  to.  I've 
had  a  feeling,  for  days,  now,  thitt  ^m^%  mamtm^*^ 
between  us.   What  is  it?" 

"  Ourselves!  "  she  answered,  at  last. 

"Exactly!  And  that  is  what  makes  me  think 
jm^tt  wrong  wken  yoo  cry  that  you'll  stoop  every 
tfanelstoop.  Every  single  crnne  that  ie«a»  to  be 
bringing  us  together  is  only  keeping  tts  Ifisfe  j^t 
making  you  hate  yourself,  and  became  of  tta^  ^ 
me  as  well  I " 
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"  I  couldn't  do  HMt**  the  protcM,  catchiiig  at 

his  hands. 

"  But  I  can  see  it  with  my  own  eyes,  whether 
you  want  to  or  not  It  can't  be  helped.  It's  be- 
ginning to  frighten  me,  this  vtry  willingness  of 
yours  to  ^  ^  we  oogbte^t  to.  Why,  Pd 
be  happier,  even,  if  you  did  them  under  protest! " 

"  But  what  is  the  difference,  if  I  still  do  them?  " 

"  It  would  show  me  that  you  weren't  as  bad  as  I 
«a — tiutt  you  hadn't  altogether  given  up." 

"I  conkte't  altogether  give  up,  and  live!"  she 
cried,  with  suddoi  piffrion. 

"  But  you  told  me  as  mttdi,  Hmt  nigitt  in  Monte 

Carlo  ?  " 

"I  didn't  mean  it.  I  was  tired  out  that  night; 
I  was  endnttered,  and  insane,  if  you  like  I  I  want 
to  be  good!  No  woman  wants  am  and  wrongdo- 
mg!  But,  O  Jim,  can't  you  aee,  it'»  yoo,  yoo,  I 
want,  before  everything  else  ! " 

He  smote  the  palms  of  his  hands  tofetber,  in 
a  little  gesture  of  impotent  misery. 

**  That's  jt»t  it— yon  tried  to  make  me  save 
mysdf  for  my  own  salce,~ind  k  co^'t  be  done. 
It  was  a  failure.   And  now  yoo*«  tr^g  u 
me  save  myself  for  your  sake  " 

"  It's  not  your  salvation  I  want  —  it's  youf " 

*^&t  if  »  only  through  being  honest  that  I  can 
hold  md  Iteep  yon;  am't  yon  see  that?  If  I  can't 
trust  mysa^lqa^t jBMt^  Uuiiy^* 

*  m 
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"Couldn't  we  try  — once  mow?"   Her  voice 
was  little  more  than  a  whisper. 
Bfe  looked  tip  at  the  soft  and  velvet  stars  that 

petrcd  down  so  vot^tacm^  froai  a  soft  aad  velvet 
sky.  He  looked  at  them  Inr  musy  rntmrnitB,  be- 
fore he  spoke  again. 

"  If  I  got  back  to  my  work  again,  my  right  and 
honest  work,  I  could  be  honest  I "  he  declared,  vehe- 

 ^  JL<L_  ,_ 

inratiy. 

"  But  we  ofv  goraf  back,'*  ^  asMHifed. 

"Yes,  but  see  what  we  have  to  so  thtomrfi. 

first!"  ^ 

"  I  know,"  she  admitted,  unhappily.    "  But  even 
then,  we  could  say  that  it  was  to  be  for  the  last 

"  As  we  said  b^ore — «d  iiikd  I  ** 
"  But  this  time  we  neeAi't  foil.  Think  what  it 
will  mean  if  you  have  your  work  on  your  trans- 
mitting camera  waiting  for  you  — months  and 
years  ai  lard  and  honest  work  —  work  that  you 
iwe,  WQ^te  M  to  iHgger  things,  and  give 
you  the  tias,  yes,  and  the  mraiey,  yon  nee#  toptr^ 
feet  your  amplifier.  But  outside  of  that,  even  to 
have  your  work  —  surely  that's  enough ! " 

"I'd  have  to  have  you,  as  well!"  he  said,  out 
«•  Ae  aleaet      had  fallen  upon  them. 

"  You  aNp^       Jot,  you  taww  ftati  ** 
"  But  I'm  afraid  of  mya^f  r»  ifysai  of 
noods — I'm  a^mii  of  my  nwii  iTialiiiit.  1  bMt 
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a  feeling  that  it  may  hwt  yon,  tooMtime^  afanoH 
beyond  forgiveness!" 

"  ril  try  to  understand ! "  she  tmmmnd.  And 
again  silence  fell  over  them. 

**  Vv:\  a%tid  of  making  promises,"  he  said,  half 
whir  J  ,:tiF»  haM  nmMy,  ate  ntnjr  oAae^  of 
tiiot^t 

"  I  don't  want  you  to  promise  —  only  try/ "  she 
pleaded,  swept  by  a  wave  of  gratitude  that  seemed 
to  fling  her  more  intimately  than  ever  before  into 
her  husbai^'s  arm  Yet  it  was  a  wave,  and  noth- 
hag  more.  For  k  recedttf  as  it  came,  kavfaif  ber,  a 
moment  later,  chilled  and  apprehensive  before  their 
over-troubled  future.  With  a  little  muffled  cry  of 
emotion,  almost  animal-like  in  its  inarticulate  in- 
tOMity,  she  turned  to  her  husband,  and  strained 
him  in  her  ara»,  in  her  Iraman  and  unhappy  and 
unsatisfied  arms. 

"Oh,  love  me!"  she  pleaded,  brakenfy.  "Low 
me!   Love  me  —  for  I  need  it!" 

They  seemed  strangely  nearer  to  each  other,  after 
that  night,  and  the  peacefulness  of  their  cruise  to 
Bari  remained  untntem^jted.  And  once  dear  of 
that  port  Durkin's  nervoaness  lemeiiliat  ^fateaed, 
for  he  had  figured  out  that  they  would  be  able  to 
connect  with  one  of  the  Cunard  liners  at  Trieste. 
Fr^there,  if  only  they  escaped  attention  and  de- 
tcctiSB  m  ^  haibor,  they  would  be  turning  home- 
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One  thing,  and  one  thing  only,  lay  between  Frank 
and  her  husband:  She  had  not  yet  found  courage 
to  tell  him  of  the  loss  of  the  Pcnfield  papers.  And 
the  more  she  thought  of  it,  the  more  ihe  dnsded 
it,  teased  and  mocked  by  the  very  irony  of  the  tit- 
m^&mp  St^eit^  and  humiliated  at  the  memoy  of 
her  own  pleadings  for  honesty  while  she  herself  was 
so  far  astray  from  the  paths  she  was  pointing  out 

That  sacrifice  of  scrupulosity  on  the  altar  of 
expediency,  trim!  as  it  wai,  was  Ae  herk^  of 
her  past  life,  die  txM  herself.  And  she  felt, 
vagttdy,  that  in  some  form  or  another  it  would  be 
paid  for,  and  dearly  paid  for,  as  she  had  paid  for 
everything. 

It  was  only  as  they  steamed  into  the  haihor  of 
Trieste,  in  the  teeth  of  a  bora  and  a  h^rraning 
sea,  tiiat  this  woman  who  Icmged  to  be  altogether 

honest  allowed  herself  any  fleeting  moment  of  self- 
pity.  For  as  she  gazed  up  at  the  bald  and  sterile 
hills  behind  that  clean  and  wind-swept  Austrian 
city,  she  remembered  they  had  been  tlws  braided 
that  Mr  timbers  n^t  make  a  fomidation  for 
V«itce.  She  felt,  in  that  passing  mood,  that  her 
own  life  had  been  denuded,  that  all  its  softening 
and  shrouding  beauties  had  been  cut  out  and  car- 
ried away,  that  from  now  on  she  was  to  be  torn  by 
winds  and  scorched  by  open  nms<->  wh8e  IIk  Iwrt 
b«  stept  sahmerfed,  beyoBd  aie  readi  of  her  WK 
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But  Durkin,  at  her  side,  through  the  driving 
spray  and  rain,  pofaitcd  oitt  to  her  the  hoge  rolling 
biOk  and  the  red  funneU  of  the  Cunarder. 

"Thank  heaven!"  he  said,  with  a  iigii  o£  rt- 
Ikf,  "  we'll  be  in  time  to  catch  her!  " 

The  Laminian  dropped  anchor  to  the  wiiKlward 
of  the  Uner,  and  as  dusk  aetdcd  down  over  iStm  htt- 
bor  Frank  took  a  wordless  pleasure  m  studying  the 
diadowy  hulk  which  was  to  carry  her  back  to  Amer- 
ica, to  her  old  life  and  her  old  associations.  But 
she  was  wondering  how  she  should  tell  him  of  the 
loss  of  the  Penfield  securities.  It  was  true  that  the 
very  crimes  that  itexM  hvn  bomd  Umib  iQgetktf 
were  keef^g  tfion  apart! 

Suddenly  she  ran  to  the  Oiinpaakwwiy  aad  eaUed 
down  to  her  husband. 

"  Look!  "  she  said,  under  her  breath,  as  he  came 
to  the  rail,  "  they're  talking  with  their  wireless! " 

poimed  to  ^  mtt^ead  of  <^  €»»dir, 
where,  through  the  twilight,  she  could  "  spell "  the 
qpaik,  signal  by  signal  and  letter  by  letter,  as  tht 
ciKtent  broke  from  the  head  of  the  installation 
wires  to  the  hollow  metal  mast,  from  which  ran 
the  taut-strung  wires  connecting,  in  turn,  wkh  the 
operating  <^lce  jtot  aft  and  above  tiic  c^;tae-foo»a. 

"Urttt,"  she  said,  for  in  the  lull  of  the  wind 
they  could  hear  the  short,  crisp  spit  of  the  tgrn^  m 
it  spelt  out  its  mysterious  messages. 

Durkin  caught  her  arm,  and  listened,  intently, 
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watching  the  little  appearing  and  disapftarhig  green 
iftric,  q>el}ing  <^  ^         witii  nmowing  eyes. 

"They're  talking  with  the  statioii  up  on  the 
mainland.   Do  yott  hetr  wliit  il  ie?  Cm*t  ym 

make  it  out  ?  " 

It  was,  of  course,  the  Continental,  and  not  the 
Mone,  code,  and  it  was  not  quite  the  same  as  stoop- 
faf  over  and  Heiening  to  tiw  criip,  iaeWve  ptd«H 
tions  of  a  "  sounder."  But  Frank  hn^  and  aw 
and  pieced  together  enough  of  the  message  to  clut^ 
in  turn,  at  Durkin's  arm,  and  wait  with  fttkkened 
breath  for  the  answering  spark-play. 

"No  —  sneh  — persons  ~  on -aboard — lend— 
fiffler~-deicr^tk>n.** 

There  was  a  silence  of  a  minute  or  two,  an!  tilien 
the  mysterious  Hertzian  voice  lisped  out  once  more. 

"  Description  —  not  —  forwarded  —  by  —  Em- 
bassy —  man  —  and  —  wife  —  are  wanted  — 
for  robbery  —  at  —  Mome  —>  Csrto  —  afao  —  at 
—  Genoa  —  name  —  Doigai  —  or  —  Gttflifai.'* 

The  listening  man  aad  woonn  kxdced  at  eadi 
other,  and  still  waited. 

"Oh,  this  if  luck!"  said  the  listener,  fervently, 
as  fee  drew  a  deep  breath.    '  This  ir  luck  I  ** 

"  Listen,  they're  answering  again! "  cried  Fnrak. 

"  Why  — not  — co^  — 18^  — Trieste 
thorities  —  will  —  you  —  please  —  telephone  — 
our  —  agents  —  to  —  send  —  out  —  tender  —  to 
take  —  off  —  Admiral  —  Stuart" 
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Then  came  the  silence  again. 

**  Yes,"  sounded  the  minute  ekctric  tongue  item 
the  motaiteiii-top,  to mti^ ndlM  vmf.  "Good- 
night!" 

"  Good  —  night ! "  replied  the  articulate  malt  of 
heaving  ttcel,  twiqginf  at  her  anchor  chaina. 


151 


CHAPTER  XV 


"What  are  we  to  do?"  asked  Frai'.es  Durkin, 
turning  from  the  masthead  to  her  husband's  studi- 
om  lace. 

"  We've  got  to  jump  at  our  ^uiec»  and  fH  on 

board  the  S'/ci'om'a  over  there!" 

"In  the  face  of  those  messages?" 

"  It's  the  messages  that  simplify  things  for  us. 
All  we  now  have  to  do  i»  to  get  on  board  ia  meh  a 
tmamr  that  the  rinp's  olfeers  wffl  no  impi- 
daoB.  Tfety  mustn't  dream  of  linking  us  with 
the  nuttway  couple  who  are  being  lo<4ced  lor. 
That  means  that  we  must  not,  in  the  first  p'  ic-, 
ai^war  together,  and,  in  the  second,  of  course, 
we  must  travel  and  appear  at  t^r  ftrangml " 

"  But  tt^postog  Keenan  hktmAf  'a  on  board  that 
steamer?  "  ptirkd  Frank. 

"  It  is  obvious  that  he  isn't,  for  then  it  would 
be  quite  unnecessary  to  send  out  any  such  messages 
by  wireless." 

Ittt  npponng  k*!  PoUoff  ? ' 

*'  Di^'t  you  say  that  PoUoff  wouki  never  1^ 
low  iM  ont  o£  SuiiBpe?  ** 
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But  even  if  it's  Keenan?  "  she  persisted. 
"  Then  you  must  remember  that  you  are  Miss 
Attn,  at  your  old  trade  of  picking  up  little  art 
fit»  ier  wwdtiqr  IuMm  in  Eogiaad  and  Ai^ 
Yoti  liffi  have  yettrt^  rowed  Umi&f  over  to  tlw 
Shvomft  landing  ladder— j«a  caa  tw  It  there, 
not  two  hundred  feet  away  —  and  go  on  board 
and  secure  a  stateroom  from  the  purser.  The  clear- 
ing papers  can  be  attended  to  later.  I'll  have  the 
r.tiiififaii  immmmmt  vkm%  mnewlieit  down 
near  Barcola.  if  it  can  potribly  be  done  in  t^ 
wind.  Then  I'll  come  out  to  the  Skmma  later, 
having,  you  ace,  just  arrivvd  on  tiie  train  from 
Venice!" 

^  Mk  her  liead  MitiitUy.  An  inapposite 
and  im^QHri  ^mA  <A  9mt^  \am  retam  to  tlte 
dangers  of  land  took  possesnoa  of  her.  She  knew 
it  would  be  impossible  for  her  to  put  this  mrtiitt^ 
feeling  into  words,  so  that  he  would  see  and  un- 
derstand it;  and,  such  being  the  case,  she  argued 
wlii  Mm  ati^Qr%  to  ito  his  ^n,  and  to  aUow 
her  to  be  iie  one  to  go  wAsm,  hi  went  tei- 
mediateiy  to  the  liner. 

Tie  consented  to  this  at  last,  a  little  reluctantly, 
but  the  thought  that  he  was  safely  installed  in  his 
crfwn,  at  she  made  her  way  shoreward  through  the 
tteki  fa  the  pitdiaig  and  <Mpping  little  dingey,  con- 
soled her  for  the  sense  of  loneliness  and  desertion 
iWi  har  poMtiaa  brought  to  her.  The  wfai  had 
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increased,  by  .his  time,  and  the  rain  was  coming 
down  in  slanting  and  stinging  sheets.  But  her 
spirit  did  not  fail  her. 

From  the  water-front,  deserted  and  rain-swept, 
Alt  called  a  pas»ng  stret^  earrmge,  and  drove  to 
the  Hotel  Bristol.  There  she  sent  the  driver  to  ask 
if  any  luggage  had  arrived  from  Venice  for  Miss 
Allen.  None  had  arrived,  and  Miss  Allen,  natu- 
rally, appeared  in  great  perturbatioii  hteffXt  tite  sytOf 
pati»tic  bat  helpless  hotel  manager.  She  next  tn- 
^nied  if  it  was  possilile  to  aaeertaKi  Ae 
Cunard  steamer  sailed. 

"  The  SUtvoma,  madam,  leaves  the  harbor  at  day- 
break!" 

''At  daybreak!  Then  I  smtt  go  on  bo«d  to- 
night, at  onoel" 

"I  fear  'A  'n  impossible,  madam.  The  hora  it 
blowing,  as  you  see,  and  the  harbor  is  empty  I " 

"  But  I  must  get  on  board ! "  she  cried,  and  this 
tintt  her  dismay  and  despair  were  not  mere  dii- 
Mfflulattm. 

The  Umdlord  shrugged  his  idioulders,  while 
Frank,  calling  out  a  peremptory  order,  in  Italian, 
to  her  driver,  left  him  at  the  curb  looking  after  hor 
through  th?  driving  rain,  in  bewilderment. 

She  went  first  to  the  steamship  offices.  They 
woe  cfosed.  Thai  ihe  soo^  o^  ^  C^ard  mr- 
der  — it  was  lightless  and  deserted.  Then  she  hur- 
liad  to  ^  witttf4»iit,  driving  op  «id  ikmm  i3m% 
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that  lonely  stretch  of  deserted  quays,  back  and  forth, 
coaxing,  wheedling,  trying  to  bribe  indifferent  and 
pbu^<ytd  boatmen  to  row  her  out  to  her  steamer. 
It  was  mdest.  It  could  not  be  done.  It  was  not 
worth  while  to  risk  either  tbeb  boats  or  their  Hvea, 
even  in  the  face  of  the  fifty,  one  hundred,  two  hun- 
dred lira  which  sht  flaunted  in  their  unperturbed 
faces. 

(katii^  and  rocking  against  ^  quayside,  above 
tiie  heads  of  the  grmip  about  her,  Ox  cat^t  nght 
of  a  white-painted  steam  launch,  with  a  l^;li-stand- 
ing  bow,  and  on  it  a  uaiformed  oiBeer,  iffyw^nnf  in 
the  rain. 

She  approached  him  without  hesitation.  Could 
he,  in  any  way,  carry  her  out  to  to-  steamer  ?  Ste 
pointed  to  where  tlie  lights  of  the  Slavonia  shone 
and  glimmered  through  the  gray  darkness.  They 
looked  indescribably  warm  and  homelike  to  her 
peering  eyes. 

The  ofiker  looked  her  up  and  down  in  stolid 
Att^mm  amaiemcut,  trying  to  catdi  a  glimpse  of 
her  face  through  her  wet  and  flattened  traveling 
vefl.  Could  he  take  her  out  to  her  steamer?  No; 
he  was  afraid  not.  Yes,  it  was  true  he  had  steam 
up,  and  that  his  crew  were  aboard,  but  this  was 
the  <MaA\  patrol  of  the  Captain  of  the  Port  —  it 
WM  not  to  carry  passengnrs  ~  k  wu  si^  fcM>  ^ 
imperial  service  of  the  Austrian  Gornnmmt 

SfaafdMdad  w^  faim,  weepiof.  B»  was  wmf, 
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but  the  Captain  of  the  Port  would  permit  no  sn^ 

irregularity. 

"  Where  is  the  Ostein  of  the  Port,  Aen?"  Ae 

The  officer  puffed  his  cigar  slowly,  and  looked 
her  up  and  down  once  more.  He  was  in  his  office 
in  the  Administration  Building  —  but  the  officer's 
shrug  and  smile  told  her  that  it  was,  in  his  eyes, 
no  easy  thing  to  secure  admisdon  to  the  Captain 
0imtPm.  The  very  ^rase,  "  the  Captain  of  the 
Port,"  that  had  been  bandied  back  and  forth  for  the 
last  few  minutes,  became  odious  to  her;  it  seemed 
to  designate  the  title  of  some  august  and  super- 
natural and  tyrannous  power  who  held  her  life  am! 
death  in  his  hands. 

tmm&  on  her  heel  and  drove  at  oax  to  the 
Aitoini^ation  Building.  Here,  at  the  entrance, 
she  was  confronted  by  a  uniformed  sentry,  who, 
after  questioning  her,  passed  her  on  to  still  another 
uniformed  personage,  who  called  an  orderly,  and 
sent  that  somewtott  bewildered  messenger  and  M§ 
du^ie  10  ihe  anteroom  o{  .he  Caption  of  the  Por^ 
private  secretary.  Frank  had  a  sense  of  hurrying 
down  long  and  jail-like  corridors,  of  ascending 
stairs  and  passing  sentries,  of  questionings  and  con- 
sultations, of  at  last  beif^  u^imd  mto  a  softly- 
y^teed,  softiy-carpeted  room,  where  a  wh^ 
Iwartfaed,  benignant-browed  official  ki  #  tiiiilt 
t^teat  hlliBm  a  ^h  walnut  deric 
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He  shook  his  head  mournfully  as  he  listened  to 
ho*  ilwy.  Bat  At  not  give  tqp.  Siw  evw 
amazed  him  a  W^tt  Igr  the  ibaat  ioqwtuutky  <rf  her 
speech. 

"  Is  there  much  at  stake,  signorimf  "  he  asked,  at 
last,  as  she  paused  for  breath. 

*'  A  man's  soul  is  at  stake! "  was  the  answering 
cry  titaftNil^  the  ^piict  rooBi. 

The  Ci^n  of  the  Port  maid  a  1k&Sm  ^raicany, 
scarcely  understi»ding. 

Yet  som-thing  almost  fatherly  about  his  sad  and 
wistful  face  steeled  htr  to  still  further  persistence, 
and  Ant  aftsrward  remonbered,  always  a  little 
ilHBdMi^  MMtafcKkad  wept  ani  cloi^  to  Maami 
vat  fm^  stin  i«;ain,  befoR  she  melted  and  hmt 
hsn  from  his  ofl^ial  determination.  She  saw, 
through  blurred  and  misty  eyes,  his  hand  go  out 
and  touch  an  electric  button  at  his  side.  She  saw 
hffii  write  three  lines  on  a  sheet  of  paper,  an  at- 
IMtert  appear,  and  tonNI  m  m&Bf  \«m&y  aoi  «&> 
cinctly  given.   S^  had  gaimd  \m  and. 

The  Captain  of  Mm  wm.m  ^tmmmkte 
§d  from  the  room. 

"  Good  night,  and  also  good-bye,  s^norina!"  he 
said  qui^y,  with  }m  i^ely,  oki-world  bmt. 

She  piilied  tfli  do^,  wordlitily  diMtuied, 
nKMiKntarily  ashamed  of  herself.  She  fdte,  in  some 
way,  how  miserable  and  low  and  self-seeking  she 
Stood  beneath  him,  hov.  hi|^  mdi  firm  ht  i^oei 
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above  her,  with  his  calm  and  disinterested  kindlt- 

Mlt> 

Skit  turned  bick  to  liun  once  iikh'c. 

**  Good-bye,"  die  said  inadequately,  in  her  tearful 
and  tremulous  contralta  "  Good^jp^  mad  ifaoak 
you,  again  and  again !  " 

He  bowed  from  where  he  stood  in  the  center  of 
his  fi»ct  and  dwftmd  dike,  seoning,  to  her,  a 
atow^Iy  (^time  md  oMtrtly  %!»«,  a  prottd  ytt 
unpretentious  student  of  life  at  peace  with  lus  own 
soul.  The  years  would  come  and  go,  the  years  that 
would  so  age  and  wear  and  torture  her,  but  he 
would  reign  on  in  that  quiet  office  unchanged,  con- 
tested, Mffl  at  peaee  with  l^m^  and  aU  Us  woa^ 
**  Good-bye,"  iie  said  for  ^^rd  time,  from  the 
doorway. 

Then  she  hurried  down  to  her  waiting  carriage 
and  raced  for  the  quay.  There  she  took  an  al- 
most malicious  delight  in  the  hustle  and  perturba- 
tioa  to  wladt  bo*  return  gave  nddm  rne.  The 
deepy  and  mlten  crew  were  stirred  otrt,  ^giads  were 
clanged,  ropes  were  cast  off ;  and  down  in  her  little 
narrow  cabin,  securely  shut  off  from  the  driving 
spray,  she  could  feel  and  hear  the  boat  lurch  and 
pound  through  the  waves.  Then  came  shrill  calls 
M  ^e  li^isde  idbove,  ^e  somd  f^sM  'w&oet,  ^bt 
and  scrape  of  heaving  woodwork  against  wood- 
work, the  grind  of  the  ladder  against  the  boat- 
loader^  ti%  cry  of  tl»  officer  teUing  ber  to  luHH^. 
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She  walked  up  the  Slavonia's  ladder  steadily,  de- 
marely,  lor  under  the  lights  of  the  promenade  deck 
•fae  ooidd  fee  Uie  dtuttring,  inquM thre  headi,  where 
a  doien  crowding  passengers  tried  to  ascertaiii  jmt 
wAio  could  be  coming  abourd  with  such  ceremony. 

Leaning  over  the  rail,  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth, 
she  caught  sight  of  her  husband.  As  she  passed 
Yam,  at  head  of  the  ladder,  he  ^)oke  one  short 
•cntnne  to  her,  under  hii  breath. 

R  was  a  commonplace  enough  little  sentence,  but 
as  the  purport  of  it  filtered  through  her  tired  mind 
it  stung  her  into  both  a  new  wariness  of  attitude 
and  thought  and  a  new  gratefulness  of  heart. 

For  at  liie  passed  him,  without  one  betraying 
caotioa  or  one  glance  a^te,  he  had  whispered  to 
her,  under  his  breath : 
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CHAPTER  XVI 


Siavoma  was  well  down  the  Adriatic  before 


kin,  by  ths^  tinM^  i 
and  had  talked  over 
m.  a  plan  of  action. 

**  Whatever  you  do,"  Durkin  warned  her,  "  don't 
kPfTmanmi  ampca  who  I  am !  Don't  let  him  get  a 
gWifP  ^i'^jSMi  ni^^flM:  My  psmmmt  iM^ptt  w 
be  what  ]»!#<f  eiA  'anati  niiiiniiiij  '  IT 
tiaag  unforeseen  turns  up  — and  that  cm  otAf  be 
at  Palermo  or  Gibraltar  —  I'll  be  watching  near  by 
to  come  to  your  he^  in  some  way  — but,  wb»t- 
ever  yoo  4t^  Mtm  Emam  sippet  this  i " 

"  You  meim  that  iirr  minii*!  iiiiiir  Tiiili  at  rnfft 
other?"  she  cried,  in  moek  ilannji, 

"  Precisely,"  he  continued. 

"What  if  an  officer  should  intnKi»:e  yoa  to 
nic?"   She  laughed  a  little. 

Tlie  laMtedteeM  e€h&t  l  iiiifhii  i  rtiitiiriiaf 
More  and  more  often»  dtmn^  ^ir  lutt  ljew 
he  had  beheld  the  signs      scmie  nllnmin^ 
hardening  j^oeeaa  foing  on  w^i^mh^ 
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"  Oh,  in  that  case,"  he  answered,  "  you'll  find  me 
veiy  glum  and  uncongenial  You'll  probably  be 
to  tetve  tne  akmer " 

Sim  nodded  her  heed  in  mcdiudve  aeteot  Her 
problem  was  a  difficult  one. 

"  Jim,"  she  said  suddenly,  "  why  should  we  play 
this  waiting  and  retreating  game  during  the  next 
ftro  wedcs?  Here  we  have  Keenan  on  board,  with 
to  infgfwe  with  our  operatiofit.  Why 
can't  we  woric  «  little  harte  to  whi  fait  eoofi- 
dcnce?" 

"We?"  asked  the  other. 

"  Well,  why  couldn't  If  All  along,  during  those 
day*  m  Genoa,  I  had  the  feeling  that  he  would 
h«Fe  h^evetf  in  hk,  if  aoine  lit^  ontude  accident 
had  oefy  confirmed  his  faith  m  me.  We  am't  t^ 
of  course,  just  what  he  found  out  after  that  Pobloff 
affair,  or  just  how  he  interpreted  it,  or  whether  he 
is  as  much  in  the  dark  as  ever.  If  that  if  the  case, 
■^■m  mmy  mad  jmt  where  we  were  before  with 
Keenuit" 

"  But  I  thought  yoo  mted  to  get  awi^  horn 

(Mb  sort  of  thing?" 

"  I  do  —  when  the  time  comes,"  she  evaded,  tor- 
t«f«i  by  the  thought  that  she  had  withheld  any- 
^^If^^ieonrUtt  **I  <lo — but  are  we  to  let  Kee- 
nan go,  whor  we^ave  hni  to  dote  to  ntf 

"  Then  go  ahead  and  both  capture  aiMi  atpdvtltt 
1^ ! ' '  said  Ondon^i  th  a  voice  that  wm  moM 


because  it  was  indifferent.  Still  again  he  was  op- 
pressed by  the  feeling  that  she  was  passing  beyond 
Ow  power. 

^'Bttt  see,  Jfan  — Fm  getting  to  old  and  oglyl'* 

And  again  she  laughed,  with  her  own  show  of  in* 
difference,  though  her  husband  knew,  by  the  wist- 
fulness  of  her  face,  that  she  was  struggling  to  hold 
back  smne  deeper  and  stronger  current  of  feeling. 
So  he  tfmnt  lite  hands  deep  in  poelKt%  and  re- 
fused to  meet  her  eyes  for  a  9Kood  time. 

"  I  don't  see  why  we  should  be  afraid  of  either 
Palermo  or  Gibraltar,"  Durkin  went  on  at  last, 
with  a  half-impatient  bnsiness-is-business  glance 
tkcm  Urn.  **  Keoian  is  alcme  in  this.  He  has  no 
Hicnts  over  her^  tiutt  we  know  of,  and  he  dma't 
pet  taylim^  in  the  hands  of  the  authorities.  He's 
a  runaway,  a  fugitive  with  the  district-attorney's 
office  after  him,  and  he  has  to  move  just  as  quietly 
as  we  do.  Mark  my  words,  where  he  will  make 
his  &st  move,  and  do  anything  he's  going  to  do, 
win  be  m  New  York  r 

"  Then  why  can't  I  prepare  the  ground  for  the 
New  York  situatkw,  whatever  it  n»y  be?  "  iA»  de- 
manded. 

"  Vou  mean  by  standing  pat  with  Keenan?  " 

"Then  how  win  you  begin?" 
**  By  sending  him  a  note  at  once,  telling  him  how 
I  niimird  away  fxtm  Genoa  to  Vmrnt,  md 
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Wm  the  meaning  of  the  Pobloff  attack  —  in  other 
words,  by  appearing  so  actively  suspicious  of  Mm 
Art!  he's  foifct  to  be  su^icious  of  m*." 

"And  what  do  yoa  hnagme  he  will  answer?" 

"  I  think  he  will  send  me  bade  wof^  to  si^  i^mh 
lutely  nothing  about  the  Genoa  episode— he  may 
even  claim  that  it's  quite  beyond  his  comprehension. 
That  will  give  us  a  chance  to  meet  more  naturally, 
■ad  thcB  we  can  taflc  things  over  more  minutely, 
at  our  leisure." 

Durkin  wheeled  on  her,  half-angrily.  TimMfli 
all  their  career,  he  had  remained  strangely  un- 
schooled to  any  such  concession  as  this.  It  was  an 
•ftroot  to  his  dormant  and  masculine  spirit  of 
mm^^l  k  mmaed  a  blow  in  the  tti'h  of  his 
Wirtaring  histinet,  an  overridii^  of  v«rogathes 
of  a  man  and  a  husband. 

"  While  you're  making  love  to  him  on  the  bridge- 
deck,  on  moonlight  nights  1 "  he  flung  back  at  her 
Diiieriy. 

" Do  yoa  tfrink  I  cooki?"  she  murmured,  with 

a  ghost  of  a  sigh. 

Durkin  emitted  a  little  hnpatient  oath. 

"Don't  swear,  Jim! "  she  reproved  him. 

The  vague  prescience  that  some  day  he  should 
iMe  her,  that  in  some  time  yet  to  be  she  should 
pass  bQfond  his  reach  and  control,  stm  again  filtered 
through  his  consciousness,  like  a  dark  and  ccvroding 
seqiagft.  He  ntm^  her  Igr  tile  m  fM^,  and 
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looked  into  Imt       lor  oat  sttatt  and  Krutkiiiinf 

nunutc 

"Do  you  care?"  she  Mked,  and  it  Mcnwd  to 
Mn  tet  was  a  tremor  of  teppfaicM    htr  tone. 
**  I  ftMf  tMa  pait  of  tkc  bmiacM) "  to  criad,  wMi 

still  another  oath. 

"  Oh,  do  you  care?  "  she  reiterated,  as  her  uam 
crept  about  him  valiantly,  yet  a  little  timidly. 

He  sorrendered,  against  hit  wfll,  to  tiw  ffentia 
urtiOcry  of  her  tears.  They  itartfed  and  unmanned 
him  lor  a  little,  they  came  so  unexpectedly,  fcMr  m 
he  crushed  her  in  his  sudden  responding  embrace, 
the  impulse,  at  that  time  and  in  that  place,  seemed 
the  incongruous  outcropping  of  some  deeply  sub- 
merged  ttratmn  of  feding. 

"  If  yon  ^  care,  Jim,  wlqr  do  you  never  tett  me 
to?  "  she  demanded  of  him,  in  gentle  reproof.  He 
then  noticed,  for  the  first  time,  the  hungry  and  un- 
satisfied look  that  brooded  over  her  face.  He  con- 
fessed to  himself  unhappily  that  scmwthing  about 
was  atored. 

Tim  cursed  busmess  knocks  that  sort  of  tiimg 
out  of  you,"  he  exjuated,  discomforted  at  the 
thought  that  a  feeling  so  long  disregarded  could 
grip  him  so  keenly.  And  all  the  while  he  was  torn 
by  the  misery  of  two  contending  impressions;  <me, 
li»  dim,  n^immal  fbrdxk&ig  tlat  dte  was  or* 
dained  for  worthier  and  cleaner  hands  than  his,  the 
oter,  tii^  tiiia  opbeaval  of  the  emotiona  etttt  l»d 
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the  power  to  idiake  and  bewilder  and  leave  him  lo 
wordlessly  unhappy.  It  was  the  ever-recfflrriiif  »- 

oofigruity,  the  rq)eated  syncretism,  which  made  him 
vaguely  afraid  of  himself  and  of  the  future.  Then, 
as  he  looked  down  into  her  face  once  more,  and 
studied  the  shadowy  violet  eyes,  and  the  low  brow, 
aiul  the  fSaeOTt-Mpp^  mdnle  mouth  so  laden  with 
fanpidse,  and  the  soft  fine  of  the  chin  and  throat  so 
eloquent  of  weakness  and  yielding,  a  second  and 
stronger  wave  of  feeling  surged  through  him. 

**  I  love  you,  Frank ;  I  tell  you  I  do  love  you ! "  he 
cried,  with  a  voice  that  did  not  seem  his  own.  Airf 
as  she  lay  bju:k  in  his  arms,  weak  and  surrendenng, 
wiUi  the  heavy  lashes  closed  over  the  shadowy  eyes, 
he  stooped  and  kissed  her  wi  her  red,  melancholy 
mouth. 

Yet  as  he  did  so  the  act  seemed  to  take  on  the 
touch  of  s(»nething  solemn  and  valedictory,  tlxTUgh 
he  fought  back  the  imfuression  with  his  still  reiter- 
ated cry  of  "  I  tew  yon  ! " 

"  Then  why  are  yoa  tmkind  to  me?  "  she  asked, 
more  calmly  now. 

"  Oh,  can't  you  see  I  want  you  —  all  of  you  ? "  he 
cried. 

*'  Then  why  do  you  leave  me  where  so  much  must 
be  given  to  other  things,  to  hateful  things?"  she 
asked,  with  her  miki  and  melancholy  eyes  still  on 
his  face. 

"  God  knows,  I've  wanted  you  out  of  it,  often 
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enough!"  he  avowed,  desolately.  And  she  made 
no  effort  to  alleviate  his  suffering. 

**  Thefi  why  not  take  lae  out  of  it,  and  keep  me 
out  of  it?  "  she  demanded,  with  a  cold  directneai 
that  brought  him  wheeling  about  on  her. 

He  suddenly  caught  her  by  the  shoulders,  and 
held  her  away  from  him,  at  arms'  length.  She 
thought,  at  first,  that  it  was  a  gesture  of  rqmdia- 
tt(m;  but  ^  woon  saw  her  mi^altt.  **  1  iwear  to 
God,"  he  was  saying  to  her,  with  a  grim  tremor  of 
determination  in  his  voice  as  he  spoke,  "  I  swear 
to  God,  on(%  we  are  out  of  this  affair,  it  wUl  be  the 
last! " 

"  It  will  be  the  last  1 "  rq^ted  the  woman,  brood- 
i^^,  but  bar  words  woe  nc^  so  aui^  a  ded^un^ton 
atapngper. 
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CHAPTER  XVn 

THE  TANGLED  SKEIN 

It  was  the  Slavonia's  last  night  at  sea.  In  an- 
other twelve  hours  the  pilot  would  be  aboard,  Quar- 
antine would  be  passed,  the  engines  would  be  slowed 
down,  and  the  great  steamer  would  be  lying  at  her 
berth  in  the  North  River,  discharging  her  littte 
WQtwt  GH  lite  into  tne  scatterea  corims  ot  a  wuio^ 
continent.  Already,  cm  die  green  baize  bulletin- 
board  in  the  companionway  the  purser  had  posted 
the  customary  notice  to  the  effect  that  the  steamer's 
operator  was  now  in  connection  with  New  York 
City,  and  that  wire^  nKSKiges  might  be  received 
all  pBmUM  in  Eurc^  and  America. 

There  was  a  chill  in  the  air,  and  to  Frances  Dur- 
kin,  sitting  beside  Keenan  on  the  promenade  deck, 
there  seemed  something  restless  and  phantasmal 
and  ghostlike  in  the  thin.  North  Atlantic  sunlight, 
after  the  mdlow  ai^  <9tilent  gold  of  tlw  Mediter- 
ranean calms.  It  mrnei  to  her  to  be  a  presage 
of  the  restless  movemott  and  tttmialt  whidi  Ac  idt 
to  be  before  her. 

She  had  not  been  altogether  amiss  in  her  predic- 
^om  oi  mioA  the  put  fcMtnigfat  wonkl  bring 
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She  had  erred  a  little,  she  felt,  in  her  estimate  of 
Keenan's  character ;  yet  she  had  not  btcn  niMatken 
in  the  omne  of  actkm  which  he  was  to  {mrsiK. 

For,  ftom  the  beginning,  after  the  constraint  of 
limr  first  meeting  on  board  had  passed  away,  he 
had  shown  her  a  direct  and  open  friena.iness  which 
now  and  then  even  gave  rise  to  a  vague  and  un- 
easy suspickm  in  her  own  mind.  This  i^^n^mi 
had  brought  with  it  an  easier  exchange  of  confi- 
dences, then  a  seoning  intimacy  and  good-fellow- 
ship which,  at  times,  made  it  less  difficult  for  Frank 
to  lose  herself  in  her  role. 

Keenan,  one  starlit  night  under  the  i^iadow  of  a 
M^tiost  amidships,  had  even  admowle^^  to  te* 
the  dubiousness  of  the  mission  that  had  taken  him 
abroad.    Later,  he  had  outlined  to  her  what  his  life 
had  been,  telling  her  of  his  struggles  when  a  penni- 
less student  of  the  City  law  school,  of  his  early  and 
unsavory  criminal-court  efforts,  and  his  unhappy 
plunge  into  the  morasses  of  Eighth-ward  poli^, 
of  his  campaign  against  the  "  Dave  Kelly  "  gang, 
and  the  death  of  his  political  career  which  came 
with  that  opposition,  of  his  swinging  round  to  the 
tides  of  the  times  and  taking  up  with  bucket-shop 
work,  of  his  "rfaik"  lawyer  practices  and  his 
pd&et-eam  legal  tridteries,  of  Ins  gn^l  iden- 
tification with  the  poolroom  interests  and  his 
first  gleaning  of  gambling-house  lore,  of  his  drift- 
ing deqier  and  deeper  into  this  life  of  unearned 
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iaerwnent,  oi  bis  ^[ht  with  the  Bar  Anodatkm, 

which  was  taken  and  lost  before  the  Judiciary 
Committee  of  Congress,  and  of  his  final  offer 
of  retainer  from  Penfield,  and  private  and  expert 
services  after  the  second  raid  on  that  gambler's 
Saratoga  house.  Frtidc  could  onder^a^  wl^  he 
said  little  of  the  purpose  that  todc  hhn  to  Europe. 
Although  At  waited  anxiously  for  any  word  he 
might  let  fall  on  that  subject,  she  respected  his 
natural  reticence  in  the  matter.  He  was  a  crimi- 
nal, low  and  debased  enough,  it  was  true;  but  he 
was  a  crtmmal  of  sudb  apparent  largmes  of  mind 
and  such  openness  of  i^rtt  that  his  very  life  of 
crime,  to  the  listening  woman,  seemed  to  take  on 
the  dignity  of  a  Nietzsche-Uke  abrogation  of  all  civic 
and  social  ties. 

Yet,  so  idl  his  taSc,  he  was  open  and  frank 
cnoug^i  in  his  c(»ifessi(ni  of  attitude.  He  had  seen 
too  much  of  criminal  life  to  have  many  illusions  or 
to  make  many  mistakes  about  it.  He  openly  ad- 
mitted that  the  end  of  all  careers  of  crime  was  dis- 
aster—  if  not  open  and  objective,  at  least  hidden 
and  mA»|ective.  He  imd  no  love  for  it  att.  But 
when  cmoe,  through  aoktent  m  necesnty,  in  the 
game,  he  protested,  there  was  but  one  line  of  pro- 
cedure, and  that  was  to  bring  to  illicit  activity  that 
continuous  intelligence  which  marked  the  conduct 
of  those  who  stood  ready  to  COTibat  it.  Society, 
he  dedaiK!^  owed  its  safety  to  Uie^  that  the 
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crtmtnal  cUwt,  as  a  ntle,  was  made  up  of  its  teas!  in- 
tdtigcnt  meaAten.  When  criminality  went  allied 
wWk  a  direwd  mind  and  a  sound  judgment  —  and 
a  wnile  curled  about  Keenan's  melancholy  Celtic 
mouth  as  he  spoke  —  it  became  transplanted,  prac- 
tically, to  the  sphere  and  callii^  of  high  finance. 

^  if  the  defier  of  the  Establish  Rule  prtfcrred 
the  simpler  order  of  things,  he  continued  is  om 
hope  lay  in  the  power  of  making  use  of  '  .ellow- 
criminals,  by  applying  to  the  unorgani-cO  smaller 
fry  of  his  profession  some  particular  far-seeing  pol- 
icy aikl  8<mit  ddtberate  purpose,  aod  Aroii^  ^ing 
m  rtandii^  remote  and  annnme,  as  aU  ceotres  of 
generalship  diould  stand. 

This,  he  went  on  to  explain,  was  precisely  what 
Penfield  had  done,  with  his  art  palaces  and  his  Eu- 
ropean jaunts  and  his  doling  out  of  political  patron- 
age and  Us  prolmiged  d^m»  of  all  titt  police 
powers  of  a  great  and  active  city.  He  had  organ- 
ized and  executed  with  Napoleonic  comprehensive- 
ness ;  he  had  fattened  on  the  daily  tribute  of  less 
imaginative  subordinates  in  sin.  And  now  he  was 
fortified  bdiind  his  own  gold.  He  was  being 
harassed  and  hounded  for  the  moimitl— bat  the 
emotional  wave  of  reform  that  was  calling  for  his 
downfall  would  break  and  pan,  and  leave  him  as 
secure  as  ever. 

"  Now,  my  belief  is,"  Keenan  told  the  listening 
woman, "  that  if  you  find  you  cannot  possibly  be  the 
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Napoleon  of  the  campaign,  it  is  well  worth  while 
to  be  the  Ney.  I  mean  that  it  has  paid  me  to  at- 
tach myself  to  a  man  who  is  bigger  than  I  am,  in- 
stead of  going  through  all  the  dangers  and  mean- 
nesMs  aiKl  hardships  of  a  petty  independent  op- 
erator. It  pays  me  in  two  wayt.  I  get  the  moiKjr, 
and  I  get  the  security." 

"  Then  you  believe  this  man  Penfield  will  newt 
be  punished?" 

He  thought  over  the  question  for  a  moment  or 
two. 

No,  I  doi^t  tfiiidc  he  ever  will  He  stands  for 

something  that  is  as  active  and  enduring  in  our 
American  life  as  are  the  powers  arrayed  against 
him.  You  see,  the  district-attorney's  oflSce  repre- 
sents the  centripetal  force  of  society.  PenficM 
^ands  fcMT  the  centrift^;al  iorot.  They  fight  aiui 
battle  against  one  another,  and  first  one  seems  to 
gain,  and  then  the  other,  and  all  the  while  the  fight 
between  the  two,  the  struggle  between  the  legal  and 
the  ilk^     r-  »kes  up  the  balance  of  everyday  life." 

''Y^i- .     ->  ^t  we're  all  ganrf^ers,  at  hoirt?" 

**I  I*.  -  .  *.hat  every  Broadway  must  have  its 
Bowery,  that  the  world  can  only  be  so  good  —  if 
you  try  to  make  it  better,  it  breaks  out  in  a  new 
place  —  and  the  master  criminal  is  a  man  who 
takes  advantage  of  this  nervous  leakage.  We  call 
WBa  tne  uecasioBat  vm^Hier— >a«i  nei  wt  fflo» 
dangerous  man  in  all  society.   In  other  words,  Hk 
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passion,  as  you  say,  for  gambling,  is  implanted  in 
all  of  us;  the  thought  of  some  vast  hazard,  of 
some  lucky  strc^e  of  fate,  is  in  your  bead  as  often 
as  it  if  in  mine.  You  tcit  me  you  are  a  hard-work- 
ing art  coOcetor,  making  a  decent  living  by  gadding 
idlxNit  Europe  picking  up  knick-knacks.  Now,  sup- 
poie  I  came  to  you  with  a  proposal  like  this :  Sup- 
pose I  told  you  that  without  any  greater  personal 
discomfort,  without  any  greater  dsagtt  or  my 
harder  work,  you  m^^  uqr*  join  loroet  with  me 
and  at  one  play  of  the  game  haul  in  fifty  thousand 
dollars  from  men  who  no  more  deserve  this  money 
than  we  do,  I'll  warraM  tkat  you'd  think  over  it 
pretty  seriously." 

The  womm  at  his  side  laughed  a  Ut&t,  and  then 
gave  a  i^inificantly  cardess  atoig  of  her  amalt 
shoulders. 

"  Who  wouldn't?  "  she  said,  and  timr  tyta  met 
qtwstioningly,  in  the  uncertain  light. 

**  Women,  as  a  rule,  are  timid,"  he  said  at  last 
"  They  usually  prefer  the  slower  and  laler  tmd*** 

"  Sometimes  they  get  tired  of  it.  Then,  too^  it 
isn't  always  safe  just  because  it's  slow! " 

It  seemed  to  give  him  the  opening  for  which  he 
had  been  waiting.  He  looked  at  her  with  undis- 
guised yet  calculating  admiraticm. 

*'  1%  ym  woidd  never  be  a&aud  of  a  thi^ 
if  you  once  got  tnio  i%t  or  wat^  to  gel  hito  ftl " 
he  cried. 

172 


IHE  TANGLED  SKEIN 


She  laughed  again,  a  sdf-confident  and  reassur- 
ing little  laugh. 

**  Yy  btm  tiu^ugh  too  naay  tMngs,"  Aft  wSr 
witted  siinpiy,  "to  taBc  aboat  bifag  thin  Afnnwlt" 

"I  knew  as  much!" 

"Why  do  you  say  that?" 

"  I  could  see  it  from  the  first.  You've  got  cour- 
age, and  you're  shrewd,  and  you  know  the  worid  — 
and  you've  |^  wtat*i  worth  an  iiie  ntt  ptt  to- 
gether. I  naean  that  you're  a  fine-looking  woOHHif 
and  you've  never  let  the  fact  spoil  you! " 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  pregnancy  of  the 
glance  and  question  which  she  next  directed  toward 
hinu 

**  Tlita  mbf  coidte^  yoa  take  me  in  wWi  ytmf  ** 
die  asked,  with  a  quiet-toned  solemnity. 

She  had  the  sensations  of  a  skater  on  treacher- 
ously thin  ice,  as  she  watched  the  slow,  cautious 
scrutiny  of  his  unbetraying  face.  But  now,  for 
some  reascm,  she  knew  neither  fear  nor  hesita- 
tioo. 

"And  what  if  we  dki? "  he  parried  te^oria- 

ingly. 

"  Well,  what  if  we  did?  —  men  and  women  have 
worked  together  h^ote  this  1 " 

Evai  in  die  dim  light  that  surround  than  she 
could  notice  the  color  go  out  of  his  intent  and  puz- 
zled face.  From  that  moment,  in  some  mysterious 
way,  she  lost  the  last  shred  of  sympathy  for  his 
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abject  and  isolated  figoft*  tnd  yH  the  wat  tin  om, 

■he  knew,  who  had  been  most  unworthy. 

"  And  do  you  understand  what  it  would  imply  — 
what  it  would  mean?"  he  asked  slowly  and  with 
stgnificint  tn^ihubL 

Sht  could  not  repress  her  primal  woman's  in> 
stinct  of  revolt  from  the  thoughts  which  his  quiet 
interrogation  sent  at  her,  like  an  arrow.  But  she 
struggled  to  keep  down  the  little  shudder  which 
wok«  and  stirred  within  her.  He  had  dcme  noth- 
ksg  more  rtspond  to  fmr  tseit  duAtn^ic.  Brt 
she  feared  him,  more  and  more.  Until  then  she 
had  advanced  discreetly  and  guardedly,  and  as  she 
had  advanced  and  taken  her  new  position  he  had 
as  guardedly  fallen  back  and  held  his  owa  It 
had  been  a  strange  ami  silent  campaign,  and  all 
along  it  had  filled  Frank  with  a  ifiiit  ei  s^k^ 
and  counter-stalking.  Now  they  were  plunging 
into  the  naked  and  primordial  conflict  of  man 
against  woman,  without  reservations  and  without 
mdtreedoitt — and  it  left  her  with  a  vague  fear  of 
scmie  tnq[>ending  hetplesuiess  ai^  w^timi.  She 
had  a  sudden  prompting  to  delay  or  evade  that  final 
step,  to  temporise  and  wait  for  amat  yet  tu^c&ied 
reinforcements. 

"  And  you  realize  what  it  means?  "  he  repeated. 

"  Yes,**  she  said  in  her  soft  coiitn^  A  feeling 
of  revulsion  that  was  ainic»t  musca  was  coimmi* 
iqg  her.  Ttaa,  1km,  she  told  katmM,  wu  tiie  h^ 
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ter  and  huintliatii«  priet  Aft  tmU  lor  htr 
tainted  triumph. 

"  And  would  you  accept  and  agree  to  the  condi- 
tions—  the  only  conditioot?"  he  ckniMided,  in  ft 
voice  now  hatefully  trcmaloot  with  soma  ririag  moA 
oontroQiiiff  emotioii.  Stat  had  the  feeling,  as  she 
Ustened,  that  she  \vas  a  naked  slave  girl,  being 
jested  over  and  bidden  for  on  the  auction  block 
of  some  barbaric  king.  She  felt  that  it  was  tima 
to  end  the  mockery;  she  no  kmgcr  evan  pitied  hfan. 

**Lkieat''  iha  snidaidr  eriai^  *tNjr  «»  ba- 
ginning  to  send  the  wireless^ " 

They  listened  side  by  side,  to  the  brisk  kick  and 
spurt  and  crackle  of  the  fluid  spark  leaping  between 
the  two  brass  knobs  in  the  little  operating-room  just 
above  where  they  sat  They  couki  hear  it  distinctly, 
above  tiie  dnme  of  the  wind  and  the  throb  of  the 
ei^nes  and  the  quiet  evening  noises  of  the  orderly 
ship  —  spitting  and  cluttering  out  into  space.  To 
the  impatient  man  it  was  nothing  more  than  tte 
riffle  of  unintelligent  and  mrdl^  sottB^ 

To  Ae  wide-eyed  and  listening  woman  it  was  a 
daem'ous  and  coherent  march  of  dots  and  dashes, 
carrying  with  it  thought  and  meaninr  and  sys'-m. 
And  as  each  word  fluttered  off  on  its  i...t,ess  Hertz- 
ian wings,  like  a  flock  of  hurrying  carrier-pigeons 
thnmc^  the  night,  the  iramaa  listoMd  wad  trana- 
lated  and  read,  word  hf  word. 

** Tbea  «t  fo  h  tngether — yon  moA  l^iot  aU 

175 


PHANTOM  WIRES 


it's  worth ! "  Keenan  was  saying,  with  his  face  near 
hers  and  his  hand  on  her  motionless  arm. 

"  listen,"  she  ntd  sharply.  "  It  ~  it  sounds  like 
ft  Iwfir  of  lif^itning  getting  loose,  doesn't  k?" 

For  the  message  which  was  leiq^b^  ham 
lonely  and  dipping  ship  to  the  receiving  wires  at 
the  Highland  Heights  Station  was  one  that  she  in- 
tended to  read,  word  by  word. 

It  was  a  nmple  enough  message,  but  as  it  trsais> 
lated  ttsdf  into  intdligible  a>herence  it  soit  a  creep- 
ing thrill  of  conflicting  fear  and  triumph  through 
her.  For  the  words  which  sped  across  space  ixom 
key  to  installation-pole  read: 

"  Woman  —  named  —  Allen  —  will  —  bring  — 
papers  —  to  —  P  —  Field's  —  downtown  —  bouse 
I  —  will  —  wait  —  ward  —  fcian  —  you  —  at 

—  Philadelphia  —  advise  —  me  —  of  —  situation 

—  there  —  and  —  wire  —  D  —  in  —  time  —  Kcr- 
ngan. 

It  was  cmly  then  that  she  was  a^dmn  of  the 
ttoUrkalities  frmn  wbkh  she  had  emerged,  of  the 
mm  so  close  beside  ha,  rtill  waking  for  her  play- 
acting word  of  decision.  It  was  only  then,  too, 
that  she  fully  understood  the  adroitness,  the  smooth 
and  supple  alertness,  of  her  ever-wary  and  watch- 
ful companion. 

But  she  rose  to  the  situaticm  witiiout  a  visible 
uga  of  flinching.  Taking  one  deep  Iveath,  as 
tiioug^  it  were  a  final  and  omiprdiei^ve  gulp  of 

176 


THE  TANGLED  SKEIN 

tmmenaced  life,  she  turned  to  him,  and  gazed  quietly 
and  steadily  into  his  questioning  eyes. 
"  Yes,  if  you  say  it,  I'm  with  you  now,  whedier 

Wt  for  good  or  Ml** 

"And  this  is  final  I  "he  demanded.  "Kjroit  be- 
gin, you'll  stick  to  it!" 

"  To  the  bitter  end !  "  she  answered  grimly.  And 
there  was  something  so  unemotionally  decisive  in 
her  tone  that  he  no  longer  hcMtatffd,  no  longo' 
<ioiAted  her. 
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THE  SEVERED  KNOT 

It  was  in  the  gray  of  the  early  morning,  as  the 
Slavonia  steamed  from  the  Upper  Bay  into  the 
North  River  and  the  serrated  skyline  of  Manhattan 
bit  into  the  thin  rind  of  ^inrise  to  tttt  ea^  tint 
Dinidn  and  Fntdc  emt  ni^enly  u^stf&m  hn  a 
desoled  companionway.  She  had  been  praying 
for  one  hour  more,  and  then  all  would  be  set  right. 

"  I  want  to  see  you !  "  he  said  sharply. 

She  looked  about  to  make  sure  they  were  tmob- 
served. 

"I  know  k — I  4xcm*t  ma  the  rak— > 
now!" 

"  Why  not  now?  What  has  changed?  "  he  de- 
manded. 

"I  tell  you  we  can't,  Jim!  We  wi0A  be  ma 
twre,  any  minute! " 

"What  difference  should  that  make?" 

"  It  makes  every  difference !  " 

"  By  heaven,  I've  got  to  see  you !  "  For  the  first 
time  she  realized  the  force  of  the  dull  rage  that 
braaed  wMim  Mm.  **  I  want  to  kaom  wtet't  b»> 
Imre  t»,  ami  how  we're  going  to  Ktl " 

I  tea  3nMi»  Jffii»  I  can't  talk  to  foa  bemi " 
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"  You  mean  you  don't  care  to !  "  he  flashed  out. 

*•  Can't  you  trust  me?  "  she  pleaded. 

**  Trust  you?  What  has  ttmt  to  do  k  s  1^ 
ness  Ifltt  oim?" 

"It  is  your  business  —  until  you  put  an  end  to 
it! "  And  her  voice  shook  with  the  repressed  bit- 
terness of  her  spirit.  "  I  tried  to  see  you  quietly, 
last  night,  but  you  had  gone  to  your  cairn.  1  have 
a  feeling  that  we're  under  the  eye  of  every  steward 
on  this  ship  —  I  know  we  arc  being  watched,  all  the 
time.  And  if  you  were  seen  here  with  me,  it  would 
only  drag  you  in,  and  make  it  harder  to  straighten 
out,  in  the  end.   Can't  you  see  what's  going  on?  " 

"  Yes,  I  have  been  seeing  what's  going  on — and 

rmMofiti" 

"  Oh,  not  that,  Jim! "  she  cried,  in  a  little  muffled 
wail.    "  You  know  it  would  never  be  that ! " 

His  one  dominating  feeling  was  that  which  grew 
out  of  the  stinging  consciousness  that  she  wanted  to 
escape  him,  that  die  msxmxA  Ittd  cooie  when  ^ 
coaki  mtiet  m  ^brt  to  eva^  te.  But  he  was 
only  paying  the  penalty!  He  had  sowed,  he  told 
himself,  and  it  was  only  natural  that  in  time  he 
should  reap!  Already  he  was  losing  her!  Al- 
ready, it  might  be,  he  had  lost  her! 

**  Won't  yon  be  reMonahle  ?  "  ^  was  sayins,  and 
her  vmte  soittKted  fakt  and  far  away.  "  I've  got 
to  act  tWs  through  now,  and  one  little  false  move 
irouU  90il  ev«7thing!   I  must  land  by  myself. 
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I'll  write  you,  at  the  Bartholdi,  when  and  where 
tomeetmel** 

The  n(»8e  of  approaching  footsteps  soiinM  <kmn 
tiw  carpeted  ptasagtwzy.  He  had  caught  her  by 
the  arm,  but  now  he  rdeased  his  grip  and  tamed 
away. 

"  Quick,"  die  whispered,  "  here's  somebody  com- 
ing!" 

She  was  struggling  with  the  ends  of  her  veil, 
and  Durkin  was  aintlea^  pacing  away  from  her, 
when  the  hurrying  steward  brushed  by  them.  A 
moment  later  he  returned,  followed  by  a  second 
steward,  but  by  this  time  Durkin  had  made  his  way 
to  the  upper  deck,  and  was  kxrfdi^^  with  qo^cest 
rage  at  the  quays  and  walls  and  skyKrapers  of  New 
York. 

Before  the  steamer  wc  -i  into  the  wharf  Frank 
had  seen  Keenan  and  a  last  few  words  had  passed 
between  them.  She  sternly  schooled  herself  to 
cafamMss,  for  ^  felt  her  great  monent  had  come. 

At  his  request  that  her  first  missicm  be  to  delfver 
a  sealed  packet  at  the  office  of  Richard  Penfield, 
in  the  lower  West  Side,  she  evinced  neither  sur- 
prise nor  displeasure.  It  was  all  in  the  day's  work, 
she  protested,  as  Keenan  talked  on,  giving  her  toon 
definite  instructKHis  and  rtffl  again  impi'essinif  da 
her  the  need  for  secrecy. 

She  took  the  sealed  package  without  emotion — . 
the  Uttle  package  for  which  she  had  worked  so  hard 
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and  lost  so  much  and  watted  lo  long — and  as 
apathetically  secreted  it  EcgeoMy  without  emcrtion 
she  passed  Durkin,  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  gang- 
way. Something  in  his  face,  however,  warned  htr 
of  the  grim  mood  that  burned  within  him.  She 
pitied  him,  not  for  his  suffering,  but  for  his  Miad- 
ness. 

**Deiit  foBow  BKl"  she  muttered,  between  her 
teeth,  as  she  swept  utibetrayingly  by  him,  and  hur- 
riedly made  her  way  out  past  the  customs  barrier. 
It  was  not  until  she  had  reached  :he  closed  carriage 
Keenan's  steward  had  already  ordered  for  her  that 
^  realized  how  apparently  cnrsinry  and  precipitate 
lad  been  that  hurried  word  of  wamii^.  But  there 
was  time  for  neither  explanation  nor  display  of 
emotion.  It  could  all  be  made  clear  and  put  rig^ht, 
later. 

She  heard  the  nervous  trample  of  hoofs  on  tl« 
wooden  flooringr»  the  battle  of  truck-wheels,  the 
nm£Red  sound  of  calling  voicxs,  and  she  leaned  back 
in  the  gloomy  cab  and  closed  her  eyes  with  a  great 
sense  of  escape,  with  a  sense  of  relief  tinged  with 
triumph. 

At  she  did  so  the  door  of  her  tttmiag  cab  was 
opened,  and  the  sudden  square  cf  light  was  block«i 
by  a  massive  form.  She  gave  a  startled  little  cry 
as  the  figure  swung  itself  up  into  the  seat  beside 
her.  Then  the  curtained  door  swung  shut,  with  a 
slam.   It  seemed  Uke  the  sm^  of  a  steel  tr^ 
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"Hello,  there,  Frank!  —  I've  been  looking  out 
for  you!  "  said  the  intmder,  with  a  tamt  d  mod^ 
try  in  his  easy  laug^. 

It  was  MacNutt.  She  gaped  at  him  stupidly. 
mih  an  inaiticttlate  tiiroaly  gup,  half  of  proMt, 
half  of  hewiMerment. 

"  You  see,  I  know  you,  Frank,  and  Keenan 
doesn't ! "  And  again  she  felt  the  sting  of  his 
scofiing  laughter. 

She  lodc^  at  ^  asSMixa,  pide-freen  eyes,  with 
their  predatory  restlessness,  at  the  sqnare-IAjdad, 
flaccid  jaw,  and  the  beefy,  animal-like  massive- 
ness  of  the  strong  neck,  at  the  huge  form  odor- 
ous of  gin  and  cigar  smoke,  and  the  great, 
hairy  hands  marked  with  their  purplish  veinings. 
It  seemed  like  a  ghost  mit  of  scmie  long-past  and 
only  half-remembered  life.  It  came  back  to  her 
with  all  the  hideousness  of  a  momentarily  forgotten 
nightmare,  made  newly  hideous  by  the  sanities  of 
ordered  design  and  open  daylight  in  which  it  in- 
trti^d.  And  h«r  heart  sa^  ami  hc^  burned  mit 

of  fttf. 

"You!  How  dare  you  come  here?*'  tix  de- 
manded, with  a  show  of  hot  defiance. 

He  looked  at  her  cc'lectedly  and  studiously,  with 
an  approving  little  side-shake  of  the  bull-dog,  pug- 
nacious-looking head. 

"  You're  the  same  fine  looker  1 "  was  aB  he  nid, 
wkh  an  iq^rec»tive  clucking  of  the  l^ktoA  Ol^ 
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how  she  hated  him,  and  everything  for  which  he 
stood! 

By  this  time  they  had  threaded  their  way  out  of 
the  taniM  traffic  of  West  strr  t,  and  were  nmililitig 
cityward  through  the  narrower  streets  of  Greoi* 

wich  village. 

Frank's  first  intelligible  feeling  was  one  of  grati- 
tude at  the  thought  that  Durkin  had  escaped  the 
trap  into  v/hich  she  herself  had  fallen.  TTiat  did 
not  leave  the  stenatkm  quite  so  hc^tekss.  Her  sec- 
ond feelii^  was  oi»  of  fear  that  he  might  be  fol- 
lowing her,  then  one  that  he  might  not,,  that  he 
would  not  be  near  her  in  the  coming  moment  of 
med  —  for  she  knew  that  now  of  all  times  MacNutt 
hdd  her  in  the  hoUow  of  his  hand — that  now,  as 
never  h^me,  ht  muM  friK^te  and  crvak  ob- 
literate her.   There  were  old  transgressions  to  be 
paid  for;  the/e  were  old  scores  to  be  wiped  out. 
Keenan  and  his  Penfield  wealth  were  nothing  to  her 
now  —  she  was  no  longer  plotting  for  the  future, 
but  shrinking  away  from  her  dark  and  totaling 
present,  that  seemed  about  to  buckle  like  a  falling 
wall  and  crush  her  as  it  fell.    Month  after  month, 
in  Europe,  she  had  known  visions  of  some  such 
meeting  as  this,  through  nightmare  and  troubled 
sleei .   And  now  it  was  upon  btr. 

liffteNtttt  seemed  to  follow  her  line  of  ilashii^ 
thot^t,  for  ht  emitted  a  short  bark  of  a  laugh  and 
fiid:  small,  this  world,  ian't  it?  I 
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guessed  that  we'd  be  nieetiii'  again  before  I'd  swung 
round  the  circle !  " 

"  Where  are  we  going?  "  she  demanded,  trying  to 
la^  her  diaordovd  and  ttraggling  thougfati  mto  co- 
herence. 

"  We're  goin'  to  the  neatcat  and  eon^ietest  pool- 
room  in  all  Manhattan ! " 

"  Poolroom?  "  she  cried. 

"Yes,  my  dear;  I  mean  that  we're  drivin'  to 
!Pa^dd's  brand-new  downtown  hmiie,  where,  at 
somewhat  of  a  hiker  in  the  past,  you'll  see  thir^ 
done  in  a  migl^y  whde-soukd  and  |dncely  fash- 
ion!" 

"But  why  should  I  go  there?  And  why  with 
ywt?** 

"Oti^Ymoa  Ftenfidd's  list,  just  at  present,  kind 
o'  helpin'  to  soothe  some  of  the  city  police  out  o' 
their  reform  tantrums.  And  you've  got  about  a 
quarter  of  a  million  of  Penfield's  securities  on  you 
—  so  I  thought  I'd  kind  o'  keep  an  eye  oa  yon— 
thistimef 

Her  first  impulse  was  to  throw  herself  headlong 
from  the  cab  door.  But  this,  she  warned  herself, 
would  be  both  useless  and  dangerous.  Through 
the  curtained  window  she  could  see  that  they  were 
now  in  the  taort  pofmlous  districts  of  the  dty,  and 
tint  tiie  i^eed  whi^  lUxPf  were  mieering  down 
the  empty  car-tracks  was  causing  early  morning 
foot-paraengo's  to  stc^  and  turn  and  gase  after 
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them  in  wonder.  It  was  now,  or  never,  she  told 
herself,  with  a  sudden  dcq>er  tn-eath  of  determina- 
tion. 

With  a  quick  motiofi  of  her  hand  the  flung  open 
the  door»  and  leaning  ottt,  called  diritly  lor  tiie 
driver  to  stop.   He  went  on  wnhltdingt  as  tkooi^ 

he  had  not  heard  her  cry. 

She  felt  MacNutt's  fierce  pull  at  her  leaning 
dxwlder,  buc  ahe  smigs;led  away  from  him,  and  re- 
peated her  cry.   A  street  boy  or  two  ran  after  the 

cairiage,  adding  to  the  din.  She  was  tearing  and 
fighting  in  MacNutt's  futile  grasp  by  this  time,  call- 
ing desperately  as  she  fought  him  back.  As  the 
cab  swerved  about  an  obstructing  delivery-wagon 
a  patrobnan  sprang  at  Hmt  horses*  heads,  was 
from  his  feet,  and  was  carried  aknig  with  the 
careering  horse.  But  in  the  end  he  brought  than 
to  a  stop.  Before  ht  could  rea^  the  cab  door  m 
crowd  had  collected. 

A  hansom  dashed  up  as  the  now  infuriated  oi- 
ficQT  brralied  and  elbowed  ^e  crowd  a^e.  Above 
the  surging  heads,  in  that  hansom,  Frank  could  see 
the  familiar  figure,  as  it  leaped  to  the  ground  and 
dove  through  the  dosing  gap  of  bumani^,  aftor 
the  officer. 

It  was  Disrkin;  and  now,  in  a  sudden  passion  of 
yind  fear  for  him  she  apaa^  fmn  ^  cab-st^  ai^ 
tried  to  beat  him  back  with  her  naked  hands,  fod- 
i^y,  usdes^,  for  she  knew  that  if  once  togeUmr 
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MacNutt  and  he  would  iall  on  OM  aaolhcr  and 
fight  it  out  to  the  end. 
The  patrolman  caught  her  back,  roughly,  and 

htidhex, 

''What's  all  this,  anyway?"  It  surprised  him 
a  little,  as  he  held  her,  to  find  that  tht  wonaa  was 
tK>t  inebriate. 

"I  want  this  woman!"  cried  Durkin,  and  at 
the  sound  of  his  voice  MacNutt  leaned  forward 
from  the  shadows  ci  ^  hall-dosed  carriage,  and 
the  ^es  of  the  two  men  met,  in  cme  prq;iuutt  and 
ccmlending  stare. 

A  flash  of  inspiration  came  to  the  trembling 
woman. 

"  I  will  give  everything  up  to  him,  officer,  if  hell 
only  not  make  a  seene)*'  ^  wa  JtmABng  at  a 
package  in  the  bosom  of  her  dress. 

"  He  can  have  his  stuff,  every  bit  of  it  — if  hc'U 
let  it  go  at  that!" 

Durkin  caught  his  cue  as  he  saw  the  color  of  oat 
comer  of  the  smted  yellow  maxai\  .  eam^spt. 

**StiBad  back  there!"  howled  the  officer  to  the 
crowding  circle.  "  And  you,  shut  up !  "  he  added 
to  MacNutt,  now  horrible  to  look  upon  with  sup- 
pressed rage. 

"  This  woman  lifted  a  package  of  mine,  officer," 
said  Dnridn  quickly.  "If  it's  intact,  why,  let 
her  go!" 

His  fistgtrs  closed,  talon-like,  (m  the  numla  m- 
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vdope.  He  flashed  the  unbroken  red  seal  at  the 
oAetr,  with  ft  little  laogli  of  triompii.  Tlntlaiigh 
•ecmed  to  imulden  MacNutt,  as  he  made  a  second 
iaei!ectual  effor^.  to  break  hito  that  tnat  sad  rapid 
croas-fire  of  talk. 

'*  And  you  don't  want  to  kgr  ft  charge?  "  the  po- 
liceman demanded,  as  he  elbowed  bade  the 
•vir  iatni^ff  dfde. 

Let 'cm  gol '*  said  Ditrkiii,  bftddng  toward  hb 

cab> 

"  But  what's  the  papers,  and  what  t'ell  does  ^ 
want  with  'em?  "  interrogated  the  officer. 

"Correspondence!"  said  Dafkm  easily,  ftfanoft 
^[htheartedly.     Kmd  of  personal  stuff.  They're 

—  he's  drunk,  anyway!"  For  stumbling  angrily 
out  of  the  cab,  MacNutt  was  crying  that  it  was  all 
a  pack  of  lies,  that  they  were  a  quarter  of  a  million 
in  money  and  that  the  officer  should  arrest  Durkin 
oit  the  spot,  or  he'd  have  him  **  brote.** 

**AbA  then  Jon's  chew  me  up  an'  spit  me  out, 
won't  you,  you  blue-gilled  Irish  bull-dog?  "  jeered 
the  irate  officer,  already  out  of  tender  with  the 
unruly  crowd  jostling  about  him. 

"I  say  arrest  that  man!"  scraimed  the  daatt- 
faced  MacNatt 

"  And  I  say  I'll  run  you  in,  and  run  you  in  mighty 
quick,  if  you  don't  get  rid  o'  them  Jua-Jams  pnHty 
soon!" 

"  By  God,  I'll  take  it  out  of  you  for  this,  when 
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Wf  tufa  comes!  "  raved  MacNutt,  turning,  ptsrpHdi 
gray  of  face,  on  the  deprecating  Durkin.  "  FU  tak* 
it  out  of  you,  by  God  I" 

**Tlw«— 'tktnt  Ka^t  ^mply  drunk,  officer; 
and  the  woman  hat  squared  herself.  I  don't  want 
to  presi  tay  ^affc  But  yoo'd  better  take  hit 
name ! " 

"  Drunk,  am  I?  You'll  be  drtmk  wliitt  I  fin- 
ish with  you.  Yon  won't  have  a  namt,  yottH  h»¥e 
a  mimber*  when  I'm  tlnoogh       yoal"  npcatcd 

the  infuriated  MacNutt. 

"Look  here,  the  two  o'  you!"  suddenly  ex- 
claimed the  outraged  arm  of  the  law,  "  you  climb 
into  that  hack  and  dear  oat  o*  here,  ai  quick  at 
yon  can,  or  111  run  ycm  bc^  inl " 

MacNntt  still  expostulated,  still  begged  for  a  pri- 
vate audience  in  the  street-comer  saloon,  still  threat- 
ened and  pleaded  and  protested. 

The  exasperated  of&«r  turned  to  tibc  cai>-^^vcr, 
as  he  tag  Oie  ttftet  ktafers  from  Mm  to  r^  atld 

left 

"  Here,  you  get  these  fares  o'  yours  out  o'  this  — 
get  them  away  mighty  quick,  or  I'll  have  you  soaked 
for  breakin'  the  speed  ord'nance !  " 

Then  he  turned  quickly,  im  ^  frightened  woman 
had  emitted  a  sharp  scream,  as  htr  ball-^iecked  com- 
panion, with  the  vigor  of  a  new  and  desperate  reso- 
lution, bodily  caught  her  up  and  thrust  her  into  the 
glo<»n  of  the  half-curtained  carriage. 
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"Oh,  Jim,  Jim,  don't  let  him  take  me  I"  die 
cried  myiterkxidf  to  ^  nm  ibt  hid  jwt  n^ML 
Bat  the  men  the  had  juit  robbed  looked  at  her 
with  what  seemed  inherent  eyes,  and  said  nothinp. 

"  Don't  you  know  where  he's  taking  me?  Can't 
you  see?  It's  to  Penfield'sl"  she  cried,  through 
her  weakening  stnigglef . 

A  mw  tnd  fltrtnge  pandjrtfai  of  aS  bis  emolioiit 
leemed  to  have  crept  over  Dnrkin,  as  he  watched 
the  cab  door  slammed  shut  and  the  horses  go 
plunging  and  curveting  out  through  the  crowd. 

"You'd  better  get  away  as  quiet  as  you  canl" 
said  the  policeman,  in  an  ondertone,  for  Ditrldn  bad 
dipped  a  tenKioIUr  bin  into  lus  ttiiprotestiag  &>» 
gtrs.  "  You'd  better  slide,  for  if  the  colonel  hap- 
pens along  I  can't  do  much  to  help  you  out ! " 

Then,  with  his  hand  on  Durkin's  cab  door  he 
said,  with  unfeigned  bewildenmnt :  "  Say,  what's 
the  game  of  your  actress  friend^  anyway  ?  " 

Dttrictn  t^nnl  awsjr  hi  disgust,  without  answer- 
ing. She  was  no  longer  his  friend;  she  was  his 
enemy,  his  betrayer!  He  had  lived  by  the  sword, 
and  by  the  sword  he  should  die !  He  had  triumphed 
through  crime,  and  through  crime  he  was  being  un- 
done! He  M  led  her  into  the  paths  of  Ai^i^; 
he  had  taught  her  wrong-doing  and  dishonor;  and 
v.'ith  the  very  tools  he  had  put  in  her  hand  she  had 
cut  her  way  out  to  liberty,  and  turned  and  defeated 
him! 
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Then  he  remembered  the  scene  on  the  Slavonia, 
and  her  passionate  cry  for  him,  for  his  love.  In 
the  wake  of  this  came  the  memory  of  still  earlier 
scenes  smd  stUl  more  pas^mate  cria  for  what  he 
Ind  so  sottit^r  Sf"^''^  her. 

Then  suddenly  he  smote  his  knees  with  his 
clenched  Hsts,  and  said  aloud : 

"It  can't  be  true!  It  can't  be  true ! " 
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THE  ULTIMATS  OUTCAST 

Any  passion  so  neutral  and  negative  as  jealousy 
soon  tmrned  itself  cMit  in  an  actively  ponthre  tnraia 
like  Durkin's.  And  it  left,  as  so  often  had  hap- 
pened with  him,  manifold  gray  ash-heaps  of  regret 
for  past  misdeeds.  It  also  brought  with  it  the  cus- 
tomary revulsion  of  feeling,  and  a  prowling  hunger 
for  some  amendatory  i^viQr.  Yrt  witib  tet  lon- 
ger came  a  new  and  d^tai^  sense  of  fear.  He 
was  realizing,  almost  too  late,  the  predicament  into 
which  he  and  Frank  had  stumbled,  the  danger  into 
which  he  had  passively  permitted  his  wife  to  drift 

It  was  not  until  after  two  hours  of  fierce  and 
ixfxMed  thought,  hofwever,  tint  Duricki  left  the 
Bartfaokii,  and  takmg  a  hansom,  drove  down  that 
man-crowded  crevasse  where  lower  Broadway 
flaunted  its  Semitic  signboards  to  the  world,  directly 
to  the  Criminal  Courts  building  in  Centre  street. 

Once  there,  he  made  his  way  to  the  ofike  of  the 
^strict-attorney.  At  he  ^oi^^^ttfiyiy  in^ed  inr 
admission  iirto  that  democratized  court  of  last  ap- 
peal there  passed  through  his  mind  the  dangers  and 
the  chances  that  lay  before  him.   The  situation  had 
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its  menaces,  both  obvious  and  unforeseen,  but  the 
more  he  thought  it  over  the  more  he  realized  that 
the  emergency  called  for  actkm,  at  once  ^dsive  and 
knmediate.  He  had  already  bungled  and  hesitated 
and  misjudged.  Blind  feeling  had  warped  his 
judgment.  Until  then  he  had  blocked  out  his  path 
of  action  only  crudely;  there  had  been  little  time  for 
the  weighing  of  omsequences  and  the  anticipation  of 
ccffitii^ienct^  He  lu^  a<^  quickfy  and  Uindly. 
He  had  both  succeeded  and  been  defeated. 

Still  again  the  actual  peril  hanging  over  his  wife 
came  home  to  him.  In  the  dust  and  tumult  of  bat- 
tle, and  in  the  black  depths  of  the  jealous  vapors 
tint  had  so  UimbKi  and  ndkmtd  him,  he  had  lor 
the  monMnt  iotgoiita  just  what  laeam  to  him, 
just  how  handki^ped  and  l^ptess  he  ttood  mut- 
ant her. 

If  the  thought  of  their  separation  touched  him, 
because  of  nK>re  onotional  reasons,  it  was  already 
too  carty  in  his  mood  of  reaeti<m  to  a<bait  k  to  Ins 
own  shamefaced  inner  self.  Yet  he  f^»  noWt  tteU 
through  it  all  she  was  true  gold.  It  was  only  when 
the  tie  stood  most  strained  and  tortured  that  titt 
sense  of  its  actual  strength  came  home  to  him. 

As  th^  thoughts  and  feelings  swept  disjointedly 
tiffongh  ^  hnsy  head  ma  seat  oat  to  Mm 
that  he  might  see  the  district-attorney. 

The  office  he  stepped  into  was  curtain-draped  and 
carpeted,  and  hung  with  framed  portraiti^  and 
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strewn  with  heavy  and  comfortable-looking  leather 
arm-chairs.  Durkin  had  expected  it  to  look  like  an 
iron-grilled  prednct  police-station,  and  he  was  a  lit- 
tle startled  by  the  sense  of  luxury  and  wdl-being 
pervading  the  place. 

Tilted  momentarily  back  in  a  leather  chair,  behind 
a  high-backed  hardwood  desk,  the  visitor  caught  a 
glimpse  of  one  of  those  nervously  alert,  youngish- 
old  figures  whidi  always  seemed  to  him  so  typically 
Americm. 

The  man  behind  the  high-backed  desk  patned  ta 
his  task  of  checking  a  list  of  typewritten  names, 
and  motioned  Durkin  to  a  seat.  The  visitor  could 
see  that  he  was  with  an  official  who  would  counte- 
name  no  profligate  wa^  d  time.  So  he  plunged 
straight  into  the  heart  of  his  scritject 

"  This  office  is  at  present  carr}ring  on  a  cam- 
paign against  Richard  Penfield,  the  poolroc»n 
ator  and  gambler." 

The  distrirt-attomey  put  down  his  paper. 

"This  o^et  is  carrying  on  a  canq»ign  agaii^ 
evwy  lawbreaker  brought  to  its  attmtkm,"  he  a^r  • 
rected,  succinctly.  '  Then  he  caught  up  another  type- 
written sheet.  "  How  much  have  you  lost?  "  he 
asked  over  his  shoulder. 

''Tm  not  a  gasrfii^/*  retorted  Ditfkitt  at  «rte||]r. 
His  earlier  tumdi^  had  faded  away,  mid  toon  mA 
taort  he  felt  the  relish  of  this  uiventttre  tiw 
powers  that  wnc  opposing  him. 
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"  I  suppose  not  —  but  how  much  were  your 
losses?" 

** I've  tost  nothing! "  Durkin  ma  growing  ini- 
patioit  of  this  curtly  omdesceiMlttig  tcmt.  It  was 
the  ponderosity  of  oSkaXdom,  he  felt,  cfrown  pkqr- 
ful,  in  the  face  of  a  passing  triviality. 

The  district-attorney  turned  over  the  card  which 
had  been  brought  in  to  him,  with  a  deprecating  up- 
lift of  the  eyetxrowa. 

"  Most  of  the  people  who  come  here  to  talk  about 
Penfield  and  his  friends  come  to  tell  me  how  much 
they've  lost."  He  leaned  back,  and  sent  a  little 
cloud  of  cigarette  smoke  ceilingward.  "And,  of 
coune,  it's  part  of  this  office's  duty  to  keep  a  fool 
and  kit  laoa^  t<^;ether — as  long  as  possiUe. 
What  is  it  I  can  do  for  you?  " 

"  I  want  your  help  to  get  a  woman  out  oi  P«k 
field's  new  downtown  house  1 " 

"What  woman?" 

"She  is  —  well,  she  is  a  very  mar  friend  of 
inuMt  Si»'s  h^og  hM  a  ptkam  ibettl  ** 

"By  the  police"*" 

"  No,  by  certain  of  Penfidd's  xatsa." 
"What  men?" 

*'  MacNutt,  the  wire  tapper,  is  one  of  them  I " 

"  And  you  would  like  us  to  get  after  MacNutt?  " 

"Yes,  I  wooW!" 

"  On  the  charge  of  wire  tapping?  " 

"  That  should  be  one  of  themt " 
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**  Then  I  can  only  refer  you  to  the  decision  of  the 
Court  of  Appeals  in  the  McCord  case,  and  the  Ap- 
pe&He  Dhr^on's  feveraU  of  the  '  green-goods '  con- 
vktioa  of  i90ot  In  other  words,  sir,  tfaeie  »  no 
law  under  which  a  wire  tapper  can  be  prosecuted." 

"  But  it's  not  a  conviction  I  wsot,  tt  llttldi  as  tile 
woman.    I  want  to  save  her." 

"  Is  she  a  respectable  woman?  " 

Diarkm  leh  tbtt  l»s  kiek  was  answer  enough. 

"  Is  she  a  frequenter  of  poc^oon»?  *' 

Durkin  besitatwi,  tUs  taae,  and  wetted  hb 
answer. 

"  I  don't  think  so." 

"  She's  not  a  frequenter  ?  " 

"  Some  ratter  ^ce  women  ar^  ]roo  know,  at 
times!" 

"  She  may  have  been,  once,  I  st^ipos^  but  I  Iraow 
not  recently." 

"  Ahl  I  seel  And  what  do  you  want  us  to 
do?** 

"  I  want  "pm  Ittlp  to  get  her  out  of  there,  t»* 
day,  before  any  harm  comes  to  her." 
"What  sort  of  harm?" 

Dttridn  found  it  Lard  to  put  his  fears  and  feel- 
ings hito  satisfactory  words.  He  was  on  danger- 
ous seas,  but  he  made  his  way  (kggediy  oi^  ^ 
tween  the  Charybdis  of  reticence  and  the  S^Ba  of 
plain-spdcen  nigg^on. 
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"I  see  —  in  other  words,  you  want  the  police 
to  raid  Penfield's  downtown  gambling  establishment 
before  two  o'clock  this  afternoon,  and  release  from 
tint  establishment  a  young  lady  who  dnm  tibere, 
and  probably  not  for  the  first  time,  in  an  open  cab 
in  the  open  daylight,  because  certain  ties  which  you 
do  not  care  to  explain  bind  you  to  the  young  lady  in 
questi<»i?** 

The  hrkt  and  brusque  finality  of  tmie  in  the  odwr 
nan  warned  Doridn  that  he  had  made  no  headway, 
and  he  caught  up  tim  otter's  half-modcing  and 
tacit  challenge. 

"  For  which,  I  think,  this  office  will  be  adequately 
repaid,  by  being  brott|^  into  toudt  wt&  kdcmsor 
tion  which  will  l»lp  out  its  jwevious  actkm  agdnst 
Penfield!" 

"Who  will  give  us  this?" 

Durkin  looked  at  his  cross-examiner,  nettled  and 
impatient 

"But  will  you?" 

"  Yes,  on  the  condition  I  have  implied !  " 

"  In  other  words,  you  stand  ready  to  bribe  us 
into  a  doubtful  and  hazardous  movement  against 
^  i^r<»igest  gambler  in  all  New  York,  on  iht  ex- 
peetatkm  of  an  adeqiu^  ^rftel  Tt^  offia, 
accepts  no  bribes !  " 

"  I  would  not  call  it  bribery !  " 

"  Then  how  would  you  describe  it?  ** 
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"  Oh,  I  might  be  tempted  to  call  it— wcil»  co- 
operation ! " 

Some  tinge  of  scorn  in  his  words  nettled  the 
officer  of  tiw  law. 

"  It  all  amounts  to  the  same  thing,  I  presume. 
Now,  let  me  tell  you  something.  Even  though  you 
came  to  me  today  with  a  drayful  of  crooked  faro 
layouts  and  doctored-up  roulette  wheels  from  Pen- 
field's  house,  it  would  be  practicaUy  impossible,  at 
this  peculiar  jtmetiffe  of  muaic^  adn^i^ration, 
to  take  in  my  men  and  carry  out  a  raid  over  Cap- 
tain Kuttrell's  head ! " 

"  Ah,  I  see!   You  regard  Penfield  as  immune!  " 

"  Penfield  is  not  immune !  "  said  the  public  prose- 
cutor. The  oldish-young  face  was  very  flushed 
and  angry  by  this  time.  "Don't  misundetsfcted 
me.  As  a  recognized  and  respected  citizen,  you  al- 
ways have  the  right  to  call  on  the  officers  of  the 
law,  to  secure  protection  and  punishment  of  crime. 
But  this  must  be  sought  through  the  natural  and 
legitimate  channels." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that?  ** 

"  I  mean  go  to  the  police." 

"  But  to  lay  a  charge  with  the  police  would  be 
impracticable,  in  this  case." 

"Why  would  it?" 

"  Simply  because  it  woukbi't  get  at  Penfield.  and 
it  would  only  lead  to  —  to  embarrassing  peMkky ! " 
"Exactly  sol  And  you  may  be  safe,  yoai^  man, 
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that  Penfield  is  quite  aware  of  that  fact.  To  be 
candid,  it  is  just  such  tiui^  as  this  that  allow  htm 
to  be  operating  today.   If  yon  start  the  wheels,  you 

must  stand  the  racket  I" 

"  Then  you  allow  a  notorious  gambler  to  break 
every  law  of  the  land  and  say  you  can  give  me  no 
help  whatever  in  balking  what  amounts  to  a  criminal 
abductkm?'* 

The  swivel-chair  creaked  peremptorily,  as  the 
public  prosecutor  turned  sharply  back  to  his  desk 

"You'd  better  try  the  poUce!"  he  bit  out  im- 
patiently. 

Dnrkin  strode  to  the  door.  He  was  halfway 
thr..ugh  it,  when  he  was  called  ^rply  beck. 

"  Don't  carry  away  the  impression,  young  man, 
that  we're  not  fighting  this  mi»  Pei^dd  as  Imd  as 

we  can  J " 

" It  looks  like  it! "  mocked  the  man  in  the  door- 

"  One  moment  —  we  have  been  after  tiiis  man 
Penfield,  and  his  kind,  and  we're  still  after  them. 
But  we  don't  pretend  to  accomplish  miracles.  This 
city  is  made  up  of  mere  human  beings,  and  human 
beings  still  have  the  failing  of  breaking  out,  morally, 
now  in  one  now  in  another.  We  can  com- 
press and  segregate  those  infectbns  bk^  but  tmt& 
you  can  show  us  the  open  sore  we  can't  put  on  the 
salve.  If  you  are  convinced  you  are  the  object  of 
some  criminal  activity,  and  are  willing  to  hold  noth- 
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ing  back,  I  can  detail  two  plain-clothes  men  from  naif 
own  office  to  go  with  you  and  help  you  out." 

Durkin  laughed,  a  little  recklessly,  a  little  scoff- 
Ingiy.  Two  ^tto^lodiet  men  to  captufe  a  itofll- 
bound  fortress! 

"Don't  trouble  them.  They  might  make  Pen- 
field  mad  —  they  might  get  themselves  talked  about 
—  and  there's  no  use,  you  know,  making  a  mess  of 
we's  mayoralty  chances  I  ** 

Ami  he  WM  ^  door  indignantly,  md  as 

indignantly  out,  before  the  district-attorney  could  so 
much  as  flick  the  ash  off  his  cigarette-end. 

But  after  doing  so,  he  touched  an  electric  button, 
and  it  was  at  once  answered  by  an  athletic-looking 
c]»-k  with  all  the  earmarks  of  the  collegian  about 
him. 

"  Tell  Barney  to  follow  that  man  who  just  went 
out.  Tell  him  to  keep  him  under  his  eye,  closely, 
and  report  to  me  tonight !  Hurry  these  papers  back 
to  die  Fire  Commissiotter.  Then  get  that  window 
up,  and  let  the  Mott  Street  Merchants'  Protective 
Association  ii: ! " 

Durkin,  in  the  meantime,  hurried  uptown  in  his 
hansom,  consumed  with  a  feeling  of  resentment, 
torn  by  a  fury  of  blind  revolt  against  all  organized 
society,  against  all  law  and  authority  and  order. 
Still  once  more  it  seomd  that  smne  daric  cos^timi 
of  forces  silently  confronted  and  combated  Mm  at 
every  turn.   The  consciousness  tlmt  he  nwst  now 
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fight,  not  only  alone,  but  in  the  face  of  this  unjust 
OOftUttOQ  teoiigltt  whh  it  a  desperate  and  almost  in- 
toxicating toite  of  MMMy.  If  the  law  itwif  waa 
against  him,  he  would  take  fate  into  hit  own  hands, 

and  go  to  his  own  ends,  in  his  own  way.  If  the 
machinery  of  justice  ground  so  loosely  and  so  blind- 
ly, there  remained  no  reason  why  he  himself,  how- 
ever reddcsily  be  weat  Ids  way,  shouM  not  fai  the 
cad  ditrcgard  its  engines  and  evade  its  ever-in>> 
pending  cogs. 

He  would  show  them!  He  would  teach  them 
that  red-tape  and  officialism  could  only  blunder 
blindly  on  at  the  heels  of  his  elusive  and  lightfooted 
wariness.  If  tiiey  were  bottnd  to  hdd  Ian  down 
aiKi  delegitimatize  him  and  keep  him  a  pariah  ami 
a  revolter  against  order,  he  would  show  them  what 
he,  alone,  could  do  in  his  own  behalf. 

And  as  he  drove  hurriedly  through  the  crowded 
dty  street,  still  huhing  himsell  into  a  fury  of  re- 
sentment against  oiganised  socwty,  he  formniated 
his  plan  of  action,  and  mentally  took  up,  point  by 
point,  each  new  move  and  what  it  might  mean 
As  be  pictured,  in  his  mind,  each  anticipated  phase 
<rf  Uie  ^rt^igte  he  fdt  ccwne  over  him,  for  the  second 
time,  a  sort  of  Mind  and  irratkmal  fury,  the  fury  of 
a  rat  in  a  eomer,^|^n^  for  ^  life  and  the  of 
its  mate. 


CHAPTIR  XX 

THB  SFIDn  AMD  THB  ILT 

*'  And  here's  where  we  two  lunf  OQtt "   It  wi» 

MacNutt  who  spoke. 

Frances  Durkin  was  iwither  protesting  nor  stnig- 
giinf  when  he  drtw  19  in  front  ot  what  she  knew 

to  be  Penfield's  lower  gambling  club.  It  stood  in 
that  half-squalidly  residential  and  half-heartedly 
commercial  district,  lying  south  of  Washington 
Square,  a  little  to  the  west  of  Broadway's  great 
artery  of  trafllc.  A  deconms  and  unbetraying  door, 
bearfaigr  only  the  modest^  "  The  Ketone  Onb," 
and  a  narrow  stairway  leading  to  an  equaUy  decor- 
ous and  uncompromising  hall,  gave  no  hint,  to  the 
uninitiated,  of  what  the  great  gloomy  walls  of  the 
bnil^g  might  hold. 

Bat  00  om  ^ie  of  the  narrow  door  die  OMild 
make  out  an  incongntmisfy  mmate  and  showy  dg^ 
store;  on  the  other,  an  equally  unlodced-for 
woman's  hair-dressing  and  manicuring  parlor. 

In^  one,  indeed,  you  might  sedately  purchase  a 
par£ielo,  and  take  ytwr  peaceful  departure,  never 
dreaming  of  how  closely  yon  had  skirted  the  walb 
of  the  hmaii  poebocoa  south  <d  Twc^h^^ 

aox 


FHANltHi  WIRES 


street.  In  the  other  you  might  have  your  hair 
quietly  shampooed  and  Marcelled  and  dressed,  and 
ntorn  to  your  wahfaigr  automobile,  utterly  obUvioiis 
of  the  fact  that  within  thirty  feet  of  you  fortunet 
were  being  still  staked  and  lost  and  won  and  again 
swept  away  at  one  turn  of  a  wheel,  or  cme  Mroke 
of  a  chalk  on  a  red-lined  blackboard. 

It  was  tloougfa  tke  toir-dressing  parlor  that  Mac- 
Nutt  led  the  dazed  and  unprotcfttng  Frank,  pkminff 
her  to  his  side  by  the  great  arm  that  was,  leemii^y, 
so  carelessly  linked  through  hers.  He  gave  a  curt 
nod  to  the  capped  and  aproned  attendant,  who 
touched  a  buttcm  on  her  desk,  without  so  much  as 
a  word  of  diallenge  or  inquiry.  The  madihie-liife 
I»eckion  with  which  each  ?ivancc  was  watdied  jrad 
guarded,  disheartened  the  imprisoned  woman. 

"  I'm  boss  here  for  a  while,  and  I'm  goin'  to  clean 
out  the  building,  so  that  you  can  have  this  little 
I»cnic  all  to  your  kmelyl "  remarked  MacNutt,  as 
he  pushed  her  on. 

A  door  to  the  rear  of  the  second  parlor  swuQf 
open,  and  as  she  was  led  through  it  she  noticed  that 
it  was  sheathed  with  heavy  steel  plating.  Still  an- 
o^er  door,  which  opened  as  promptly  to  MacNutt's 
signal,  was  armored  with  steel,  and  it  was  not  until 
this  door  had  closed  behind  them  that  her  guardian 
released  the  cruel  grip  on  her  arm.  Then  he  chuck- 
led a  little,  gutturaUy,  deep  in  his  pendent  and  flaccid 
throat, 
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"  We're  up  to  date,  you  lee,  dom'  buuncH  in  « 
r^Ur  armor-clad  office  I " 

Fnnk  looked  about  her,  with  widening  eyei. 
MacNott  Uniglied  again,  at  the  wnte  of  fuiprtte 
whidi  he  read  on  her  face. 

It  was  obviously  a  poolroom,  but  it  was  unlike 
anything  she  had  ever  before  seen.  It  was  heavily 
carpeted,  and,  for  a  place  of  its  character,  richly  fur- 
nUied.  The  walk  were  windowless,  the  light  being 
shed  down  from  twelve  heavily  ornamented  elec- 
troliers, each  ccmtaining  a  cluster  of  thirty  lamps. 
These  walls,  which  were  upholstered  with  green  bur- 
lap, bordered  at  the  bottom  with  a  rich  frieze  of 
hicquered  and  embossed  papier-m&che,  were  divided 
pan^  md  dotted  here  and  there  with  little 
canvases  and  etchings.  On  tiM  ca^  eml  of  the  roam 
hung  one  especially  large  canvas,  crowned  with  a 
green-shaded  row  of  electric  lamps. 

MacNutt,  with  a  chuckle  of  pride,  touched  a  but- 
tcm  mar  tiie  docnr,  and  the  hi%e  canvas  and  Bou- 
guereau-looking  group  of  faatiiing  women  painted 
upon  it  disappeared  from  view,  disclosing  to  Frank's 
startled  eyes  a  bulletin  blackboard,  such  as  is  used 
in  almost  every  poolroom,  for  the  chalking  up  of 
oitria  and  the  announcement  of  jockeys  and 
w^!^  and  odds. 

MacNutt  pressed  a  second  button,  and  tlw  twelve 
electric  fans  of  burnished  brass  hummed  and  sang 
and  droned,  and  filled  the  roOTi  with  a  stir  of  air. 
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"  A  little  diff 'rent,  my  dear,  from  the  way  they 
<fid  biisiiMss  yrhen  you  ami  me  were  pikers,  up  in 
the  West  Forties,  eh?*' 

Frank  remained  silent,  as  the  batiimg  women, 

with  a  methodic  click  of  the  mechanism,  once  more 
dropped  down  through  the  slit  in  the  picture 
frame,  and  hid  the  red-lined  bulletin  board  from 
view. 

"  Gamblers,  like  us,  always  were  weak  on  art," 
gibed  MacNutt.  "  There's  Dick  Penfield,  spendin' 
a  hundred  thousand  a  year  on  pictures  an'  vases  an' 
rugs,  and  Sam  Brucklin  makin'  his  Saratoga  joint 
nK>re  Vkc  a  stamd  Sakm  than  a  first-class  bucket- 
Aopf  and  Lsany  Winte&M,  who  knows  more  aboot 
a  genuine  Daghestan  than  you  or  me  knows  about 
a  Morse  sounder,  and  Al  MacAdam,  who  can't  buy 
chinaware  fast  enough!  As  for  me,  I  must  say  I 
have  a  weakness  for  a  first-class  nood ! "  The 
wcnnan  beside  him  shuddered.  "  That's  all  r^^  — • 
but  I  guess  a  heap  o'  these  painters  woi^  be  qt&tfai' 
the  profession  if  it  wasn't  for  folks  of  our  callin'I  " 

Frank's  roving  but  unresponding  eyes  were  tak- 
ing in  the  huge  mahogany  table,  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  the  empty,  high-backed  chairs  clustered 
around  it,  the  countless  nnall  round  UUes,  covered 
with  green  cloth,  which  flanked  the  wa^  md 
familiar  Penfield  symbol,  of  three  interlaced  cres- 
cents, which  she  saw  stamped  or  embossed  on  ever^ 
thing. 
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He  went  to  one  of  the  five  cherry-wood  desks 
which  were  strewn  about  the  room,  and  still  again 
tcniched  a  tmttcm. 

**'BUmdk,**  he  said  to  the  ca^ied  and  ai»ron«d 
attendant  who  answe:^  the  call  irom  the  Inir- 
dressing  parlors,  "  I  ant  you  to  meet  this  lady 
friend  of  mine !  Miss  I  raiicci:  Cnndler,  this  is  Miss 
Blondie  Bonnell,  late  of  Wintefield's  Saratoga  Sani- 
tarium for  sick  purses,  and  still  later  of  MacAt&an's 
MtM  Stmt  tmmehl  Now,  BlonSe,  like  a  good 
girl,  run  alcmg  and  get  tht  lady  wemt^w^  to 
drink!" 

This  proffered  refreshment  the  outraged  lady  in 
questkm  silently  refused,  i^ring  tight-lipped  at  the 
walls  about  her.  But  MacNutt,  on  this  score,  made 
axogie  amends,  for  having  gulped  down  one  omi- 
nously generous  glass  of  the  fiery  liquid,  he  poured 
another,  and  still  another,  into  the  cavern  of  his 
pendulous  throat,  with  repeated  grateful  smacks  of 
the  thidc  and  purplish  lips. 

**  Now,  I'm  goin*  to  stew  you  round  a  bit,  just 
to  make  it  plain  to  you,  before  business  begins  for 
the  day.  I  want  you  to  see  that  you're  mA  stmt 
up  in  any  quarter-inch  cedar  bandbox !  " 

He  took  her  familiarly  by  the  arm  and  led  her 
te  a  <kx}r  wht^  like  the  odiers,  was  covered  witb 
a  plating  of  steel,  and  heavily  locked  and  barred. 

"  Necessity,  you  see,  is  still  the  mother  of  in- 
vention," he  said,  as  his  finger  ^yed  oa  tile  i^«c> 
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trie  signal  and  released  the  obstructing  door.    "  If 
we're  goin'  to  do  poolroom  work,  nowadays,  we've 
got  to  do  it  big  and  comprehensive,  same  as  Morgan 
or  RockefcHer  would  do  thdr  line  o'  business. 
You've  got  to  lay  out  the  stage,  nowadays,  to  carty 
on  the  show,  or  something'll  swallow  you  up.  Why, 
when  we  worked  our  last  wire-tapping  scheme  with 
a  Iiobo  from  St.  Louis,  who  was  rotten  with  money 
we  escorted  him,  on  two  hours'  notice,  into  as  neat 
a  lookin'  Postal-Union  branch  office  as  you'd  care 
to  see,  with  half  a  dozen  fake  keys  and 
twenty  actors  and  supers  helpin'  to  carry  off 
the  act    That's  the  up-to-date  way  o'  doin'  it' 
Thafa  how  a  mui  ttce  Penfield  makes  this  kind 
o'  graftin'  respectable  and  aboveboard  and  just 
about  as  hoacit  as  bda'  down  m  the  Cdfton  Ex- 
change ! " 

He  was  leading  her  down  a  narrow  hallway,  four 
feet  wide,  with  unbroken  walls  on  either  side  of 
than.   At  the  end  of  another  armored 

door  led  into  a  medium-sized  room,  as  bald  and 
uninviting  as  a  dentist's  waiting-room.  Here  be  led 
her  to  two  horizontal  sUts  in  the  waU  and  ^  her 
to  look  down. 

^  She  did  so,  and  found  herself  peering  below,  out 
nto  Ae  w^-stoeted  cigar-store,  with  a  clear  view 
of  the  entrance. 

"That's  the  conning-tower  of  th&  here  little 
floating  fortress,"  chuckled  MacNiitt,  at  her  tfaoui- 
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der.  "  This  pla  e  you're  in  is  steel-lined,  and  it 
would  take  three  hours  o'  chisel  and  sledge  work 
for  anybody,  from  Eggers  up  to  Braugham  him- 
self, to  get  inside,  even  though  he  did  &id  m  out, 
and  even  tiwugfa  ht  did  escape  tlw  «ili^uric  bottks 
between  the  bricks.  Each  one  o*  these  little  slits  is 
in  line  with  a  nice  gilded  cigar  sign  on  the  shop 
side  of  the  wall.  So  no  one  down  there,  you  see, 
knows  who's  eyin'  them.  We  don't  need  any  look- 
out, hangin'  nnind  the  street-lnrnt  and  tipi»n'  us 
off.  Our  man  down  bdow  sizes  up  everyone  who 
comes  into  that  shop.  If  he's  all  right,  the  button's 
touched,  and  the  white  light  flashes,  and  he  gets 
through.  If  he's  not,  the  cigar  clerk  rings  another 
Imtton,  just  under  his  counter,  and  we  know  what 
to^.  If  it's  a  ooe  o*  nud,  cmr  lookimt  fUid]»  titt 
red  light  through  each  o'  the  f<mr  rooms,  with  om 
push  of  the  button,  and  then  our  second  man  throws 
back  the  switch  and  puts  out  every  light  in  the 
buildin.'  Then  with  another  button  push,  the  locks 
of  every  door  are  thrown  shut,  and  ti^re  four 
ia^8  thide,  motk  of  ^tma,  aad  oi  good  oak  aad 
Med.  If  the  electricity  should  give  out,  here,  you 
see,  are  the  hand  bolts,  which  can  be  run  out  at  any 
time.  Then  we've  got  a  little  mercerized  steel 
office,  which  you  won't  see,  where  our  cashier  and 
our  sheet-writen  workl" 

Frank  said  nothing,  but  her  Att  roving  eyes  iock 
'm  mk  4MiM,  bit  by  bit,  as  sha  ivaffwd  tad  a^soled 
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herself  to  note  and  remember  each  door  and  room 
aiulpanage 

"And  now,  in  case  you  may  be  bokm'  for  it 
without  my  help,  I'm  goin'  to  take  you  down  and 
show  you  the  way  out.  We  go  through  this  little 
passage,  and  then  we  take  up  th-s  steel  trapdoor. 
It's  heavy,  you  see!  Then  we  go  down  this  nice  lit- 
tle griU-woiic  iron  tedder — dmi't  pun  back,  I've  got 
you!  — and  then  we  open  this  next  very  fine  sted 
door  — so;  and  here  we  are  in  what  you'd  call  the 
safety-deposit  vaults.  It's  a  mighty  handsome- 
lookin'  safe,  all  laid  in  Portland  cement,  as  you  can 
see,  but  Wre  not  goin'  to  tarry  lookin'  into  that 
|tirt  now." 

He  was  already  feeling  his  way  ahead  of  her, 
and  she  was  still  desperately  struggling  to  in^rest 
each  detail  on  her  distracted  mind. 

"  You  see,  if  we  want  to  get  out,  we  go  through 
this  Wl,  and  fdtew  this  Uttk  passageway,  one  end 
opemn'  up  right  under  the  sidewalk,  m  the  refrteta^ 
glass  manhole-  Leading  to  the  back,  here,  is  a  sec- 
ond passage,  all  barred,  the  same  as  the  others.  So, 
if  our  front  is  shut  off,  and  they're  hot  on  our  trail,' 
we  ^t  everything  after  us  as  we  go,  and  then  open 
this  neat  little  sted  trapdoor,  and  fiod  onra^ 
smellin'  fresh  air  and  five  lines  full  of  wa^'  horn 
that  Dago  tenement  just  above  us !  " 

"And  why  are  you  showing  me  all  this?"  de- 
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He  looked  at  her  out  of  his  pale-green  furtive 
eyes,  and  locked  the  door  with  a  vindictive  snap  of 
tliebolts. 

**     tdl  yott  wlqr,  toy  gay  yotmg  wekher,  for 

we  may  as  well  understand  one  another,  from  the 
start.  Now  that  Penfield's  shut  up  his  Newport 
place  and  is  coolin'  his  heels  up  in  Montreal  for  a 
few  months,  Fm  rttnnin'  this  nidcel-plated  tasteh 
mysdf.  And*  I've  got  a  few  old  scores  to  wipe  out 
—  some  old  scores  between  tk^  taKspri^'  tew- 
band  o'  yours  an'  myself ! " 

"  What  has  he  ever  done  to  you  ?  Why,  should 
you  want  to  punish  him?"  argued  Frank,  help- 
lessly. 

"I'm  not  gotn'  to  punish  him! "  declared  Mac- 
Nutt,  with  a  little  laugh.  "  That's  just  where  the 
damned  fine  poetic  justice  of  the  thin^  coma  in. 
H^s  goin'  to  punish  himself  I" 
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vsM  m  OF  mspAnt 

Frances  Durkin  looked  at  the  jeering  man  before 
her,  studiously,  belfiger«it!y. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  saying  hell  mmish  him- 
self?" she  demanded. 

She  seemed  like  a  woman  who  had  just  awakened. 
Hot  earlier  comatose  expression  had  altogether 
passed  away.  There  was  life,  now,  in  every  line 
of  her  body. 

"  I  mean  that  Durkin's  got  his  quarter  of  a  mil- 
lion in  securities,  all  right,  all  right,  but,  by  God, 
I  ve  got  you!  And  I  mean  that  he's  goin'  to,  that 
nes  got  to,  make  a  choice  between  them  and  you 
So  we'll  just  wait  and  find  out  which  he  loves  best 
his  beau  or  his  dough! "  And  he  latched  harshly 
at  the  feeble  witticism,  as  he  added,  in  his  gattnral 
undertone:  "And  I  guess  we  get  the  worth  of 
oar  money,  whichever  way  it  goes !  " 

Fraik's  in^H-ession  was  that  he  was  half  drunk 
that  he  was  mumbling  vaguely  of  revenges  which 
grew  up  and  died  in  their  uttennc^   m&  iook 
of  open  scorn  stung  him  into  a  sadden  tremor  of 
anger. 

*'Gli,  doa't  t3wak  I'm  spoutin'  wind  I  If  Durkin's 
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the  man  you  think  he  is,  and  I  hope  he  is,  he'll  be 
tryin*  to  nose  his  way  U^o  tlUs  place  before  midm^ki 
tomghii** 

"And  he  will,"  cried  Frank,  exultantly,  "and 
with  the  whole  precinct  police  force  behind  him ! " 

"  He  daren't!  "  retorted  MacNutt.  "  He  daren't 
get  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  Central  Office, 
and  he  ^uroi't  ilhow  hast  mut  kiside  a  precinel 
rtatk»-lKi«ue!  And  tliat's  not  all,  either.  Thaw's 
no  captain  on  this  side  of  New  York  who's  goin' 
to  buck  against  the  whole  Tammany  machine  an' 
poke  into  this  Penfield  business.  If  that  yotmg 
man  with  the  butterfly  necktie  over  on  Centre  street 
thsdia  ht  am  ke^  tts  movin',  Iw's  gcA  to  <k>  a  he^ 
kss  ti^dn'  and  a  heap  more  convictin'  before  he 
can  put  our  lights  out!  That  air  is  good  enough 
for  politics  —  but  it's  never  goin'  to  break  this  here 
Penfield  combination!  Oh,  no,  Jimmie  Durkin 
knows  how  the  UukI  lays.  He's  omt  o'  your  bc^ 
ai^  hrsaay  kind,  who  Weet  to  dmt  hhiudf  tq^  in  a 
garret  for  a  week,  and  make  maps  of  what  he's  goin' 
to  do,  an'  how  he's  goin'  to  do  it,  and  thew  trip  off 
by  his  lonely  and  do  his  huntin'  in  the  dark!  And 
he's  goin'  to  try  to  get  in  here,  before  midnight,  to- 
night, and  v/hat's  more,  he's  goin'  to  Und  it  uncom- 
monly  easy  ^  dot** 

"You  laeaa  you'll  e^iee  ham  and  tn^  him 
here?" 

**  No,  I  won't  lay  a  finger  on  him.   You'll  do  the 

211  ^ 


PHANTOM  WIRES 


cnticin',  and  he'll  do  the  trappin'l  I  won't  even  be 
round  to  see till  afterward  t " 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  ihat?  ** 

"I  mean  we're  holdin'  open  house  tonigbt/* 
mocked  MacNutt,  "and  that  Darkin  will  raaybt 
drop  in ! " 

"  And  then  what  will  it  be  ? " 

**  Ccmie  this  way,  my  bcanty,  and  I'll  show  you. 
First  thmg,  though,  just  notice  this  fact  We're 
not  goin'  to  make  it  too  hard  and  discouragin'  for 
Durkin.  This  trap-door  will  be  left  unlocked. 
Also,  that  front  manhole  will  be  left  kind  of  tempt- 
ingly open,  with  a  few  chunks  o'  loose  coal  lyin' 
round  it,  so  that  even  a  Mereor  street  roundsnua 
couldn't  help  fallin'  into  it!  Oh,  yes,  hell  find  it 
easy  enough ! " 

^  Frank  followed  him  without  a  word,  as  he  made 
Ws  way  through  the  low  and  narrow  steel-lined 
tunnel  leading  to  the  vault-room. 

"Now,  my  dear,  I  guess  this  is  tiie  only  way 
he'll  be  able  to  get  at  you,  unless  he  comes  in  a 
flyin'  machine,  and  the  first  place  he'll  nose  through 
will  be  this  room.  So,  bein'  old  at  the  busin  ss, 
he*«  sere  to  try  a  crack  at  our  safe.  At  least,  he'll 
go  gropin'  around  for  a  while.  Not  an  invitin'- 
lookin'  piece  o'  furniture,  I  grant  you,  tiut  Aat's 
neither  here  nor  there.  It's  not  the  safe  that'll  be 
detainin'  Durkin,  or  any  other  housebreaker  who 
tries  to  get  gay  on  these  premises.   If  you  look 
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hard,  maybe  you'll  be  abk  to  sec  what's  a  damned 
sight  more  interestin'  1 " 

Frank  looked,  but  she  saw  nothing  bejfond  v» 
great  vault  and  the  burnished  copper  guard-rail  tlat 
sononnded  it,  Iflse  the  fender  lOwut  a  mariM  en- 
gine. 

"  You  don't  notice  anything  strikin'?  "  he  inter- 
rogated wickedly. 
She  did  not 

He  emitted  a  guttural  little  growl  of  a  laugh,  and 
stepped  over  to  a  half-hidden  switchboard,  high  up 
on  the  wall.  He  threw  the  lever  out  and  down, 
and  the  kiss  of  the  meeting  metals  sounded  in  a 
short  and  malevolent  spit  of  greenish  light 

"  Are  you  on?  "  taunted  MacNutt 

Frank's  dowly  comprehending  eyes  were  riveted 
on  the  Iwamished  copper  railing,  on  which,  only  a 
moment  before,  her  careless  fingers  had  rested. 
There  was  no  sign,  no  alteration  in  the  shining  sur- 
face of  that  polished  metal.  But  die  knew  that  a 
chaise,  terriMe  and  malignant,  had  taken  place.  It 
was  no  longer  a  mild  and  innocent  guard-rail.  It 
was  now  an  instrument  of  destruction,  an  unbuoyed 
channel  of  death.  She  stood  staring  at  it,  with 
fixed  and  horrified  eyes,  until  it  wavered  before 
her,  a  #BBnering  and  momdoring  rivu^  of  r^ 
fracted  light 

"  Are  you  on?  "  reiterated  the  watching  man. 

The  wave  of  pallor  that  swq>t  over  her  face 
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seemed  to  change  her  eyes  from  violet  to  black* 
although,  for  a  moment,  their  gaze  remained  as 
vwkd  and  abstracted  as  a  sleep-walker's.  Then  a 
movement  from  her  companion  lashed  and  restored 
her  to  lucidity  of  thooght  For,  from  mhut  il 
leaned  against  the  wall,  MacNutt  had  caught  tip  a 
heavy  door-sheathing  of  pressed  steel.  It  was 
painted  a  Burgundy  red,  to  match  the  upholstery 
of  tiie  upper  room  where  it  had  once  done  service, 
and  on  the  higher  of  the  two  panels  was  embossed 
the  Penfield  triple  crescent 

This  great  sheet  of  painted  steel  MacNutt  held 
above  his  head,  as  a  hesitating  waiter  might  hold  a 
gigantic  tray.  Then  he  stepped  toward  the  shim- 
mwBlggatni-rail,  and  stood  in  front  of  it 

**Now,  this  'urious-lookm'  rear-admiral's  rail- 
fence  is  at  pre  :  connected  with  a  ti^iped  power 
circuit,  or  a  light  circuit,  I  don't  know  which.  All 
Ilmow  is  that  it's  carryin'  about  a  twenty-eight- 
^adred  altematin'  current  And  just  to  show  that 
ifs  good  and  ready  to  eat  up  anything  that  tries 
monkeym  round  it,  watch  this!" 

He  raised  the  Burgundy-red  door-sheathing  ver- 
tically above  his  head,  and  stepping  quickly  back, 
let  It  dwcend,  so  that  as  it  fell  it  would  strike  the 
iaet«l  <rf  the  s^ken  vwrit-top  and  the  copper  guard- 
rail as  wdL  * 

The  very  sound  of  that  blow,  as  it  descended, 
was  swaltowed  up  in  the  saddeo»  blM^ 
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tA^like  flash,  in  the  hiss  and  roar  of  the  pale-green 
flame,  as  the  sheet  of  steel,  tortured  into  sudden  in- 
candescence, bridged  and  writhed  and  twisted,  warp- 
ing and  collapsing  like  a  leaf  of  writing-paper  on 
tiw  ocmit  of  an  open  fire.  A  tkkmiog  smdt  of 
barmag  paint,  mbigUng  with  the  subtler  gaseous 
odors  of  tiie  cono^g  flitlal,  fiUcd  tht  1^  dun- 
geon. 

"Don't!  That's  enough!"  gasped  the  woman, 
groping  bade  toward  the  support  of  tiie  wait 

MieH^  shut  dr  the  onrrent,  and  kkkcd  Urn 
durred  door-sheathing,  already  fading  from  incan- 
descence into  ashen  ruin,  with  his  foot.  The  smell 
of  burning  leather  filled  the  room,  and  he  laughed 
a  little,  turning  on  the  woman  a  face  crowned  with 
a  look  of  Belial-19ce  triumph,  with  dark  and  sunlon 
ckdes  ahoitttiie  vindktive,  ckep-set  eyes. 

Once,  in  an  evening  paper,  she  had  pored  over 
the  picture  of  an  electrocution  at  Sing  Sing,  a  haunt- 
•  ing  and  horrible  scene,  with  the  dangling  wires 
reaching  down  to  the  prisoner,  strapped  and  bound 
in  his  chair,  the  apfdied  ^nges  at  the  bate  of  Hie 
tigh»t  the  buckled  thongs  about  the  helpless  ankles, 
tlw  grim  and  waiting  gaol  officials,  the  boyish- 
looking  reporters,  with  watches  in  their  hands,  the 
bald  and  ugly  chamber,  and  in  the  background  the 
dun  figure  of  Retrilwtive  Justke,  w^  u^ifted  am, 
where  m  implacable  finger  was  aboot  to  tmidi  tiie 
fttid  iit^iiu  *l%Be  and  HfWift  f!gt^  ^*Mf  hi^ 
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brought  terror  to  her  midnight  dreams,  and  had 
left  her  weak  and  panting,  catching  at  her  surtled 
husband  with  femiah  and  paarionatc  tenda  and 

holding  him  ami  drawing  him  close  to  her,  as  thougli 
that  momentary  guardianship  could  protect  1^ 
from  some  far  and  undefined  danger. 

"Oh,  Mack,"  she  burst  out  hysterically,  over- 
wrought by  the  scene  before  her,  for  the  love  of 
God,  don't  make  him  die  tMa  wayl  Give  him  a 
fighting  chance  I  Give  him  a  show !  Do  what  yoa 
like  with  me,  but  don't  blot  him  ottt»  like  a  dof, 
without  a  word  of  warning !  " 

"It's  not  my  doin'l "  .  .oke  in  her  tormentor. 

"  It's  inhuman  — it's  fiendidif"  die  went  on. 
**  I  can't  stand  the  thought  of  it! " 

MacNutt  laughed  his  mirthless  kus^  ooee  nmt. 

"Oh,  I  guess  you'll  stand  it!" 

" But  I  can't! "  she  moaned. 

"Oh,  yes;  youH  ttasd  it,  and  you'll  see  it,  tool 
Yott'n  be  right  here,  where  yoa  can  take  the  whole 
show  in,  this  time !  It  won't  be  a  case  o'  foc^' 
the  old  man,  like  it  was  last  time! " 

"  I  will  be  here?  "  she  gasped. 

"You'll  be  right  on  the  spot  — and  you'll  see 
the  whc^  performatMel " 

Ste  drew  ho-  hands  down,  shnddoii^y,  ovw 
her  averted  face,  as  though  to  shitt  mmtOii^  even 
from  her  imagination. 

"  And  do  you  know  what'U  be  the  end  of  it  all?  " 
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MacNutt  went  on,  in  his  frenzied  mockery.  '*  It'll 
all  end  in  a  little  paragraph  or  two  in  the  Morning 
Journal^  to  the  effect  that  some  unknown  safe- 
I'i'MffciHHMi  ot  oIlMf  Bocl^tenttlly  ftnw  ha  cootect 
with  a  Uve  wire,  md  was  Aotked  to  deadi  in  the 
vtry  9Ki  of  breaking  into  a  pious  and  unoflfendin' 
cigar-store  vault !  And  you'll  be  the  only  one  who'll 
know  anything  different,  and  I  guess  you  won't  do 
much  squealin'  about  it !  " 
^»  whe^^  at  tiKxugh  about  to  spring  on  hka, 
"  I  will!  I  will,  although  I  wither  between  gad 
walls  for  it — although  I  die  for  it!  I'm  no  weak 
and  foolish  woman!  I've  known  life  bald  to  the 
bone;  I've  fought  and  schemed  and  plowc  I  id 
twisted  all  my  days  almost,  and  I  can  die  dw.ng 
it!  Attdif  yooldSUBH»,  if  ]raaaiorderMBi^ 
for  it  is  murder!  — if  you  bring  this  do^s  death 
on  him,  I  will  make  you  pay  for  it,  in  one  way  or 
another  —  I'll  make  you  mourn  it,  David  MacNutt, 
as  you've  made  me  mourn  the  first  day  I  ever  saw 
yourfux!" 

She  was  in  a  hisnd  and  unreasc^ng  pas^on  ei 

vituperative  malevolence  by  this  time,  her  face 
drawn  and  withered  with  fear,  her  eyes  luminous, 
in  the  dungeon-like  half-lights,  with  the  inner  fire 
of  Im  hate. 

"Keep  cod,  my  dear,  keep  cooil "  mocked  Mae- 
Nutt,  without  a  trace  of  trepidation  at  lA  ha  v^pw 
threUs.    "  Durkin's  not  dead  yet  I " 
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She  caught  madly  at  the  slender  thread  of  hope 
wh^  8wtn%  from  Ms  modwry. 

''Nol  No, he's fio# dead yet^aodlieliae hard i 
He's  no  fool  —  jrou've  found  that  out  in  the  past! 
He  will  give  you  a  fight  before  he  goes,  in  some 
way,  for  he's  fought  you  and  beaten  you  from  the 
first  —  and  he'U  f t  you  again  —  I  know  he'll  beat 
youagainf" 

Her  voice  broke  and  merged  into  a  paxoxyua  <d 
sobbing,  and  MacNutt  looked  at  her  beat  and  i^akn 
figure  with  meditative  coldness. 

"  He  may  have  beaten  me,  once,  long  ago  —  but 
hell  never  do  it  again.  He  won't  even  go  out 
figlittn'i  Hell  go  with  his  head  hai^  md  hb 
iK>se  down,  like  a  sneak!  And  you'll  see  him  go, 
for  you'll  be  tied  there,  with  a  gag  in  your  pretty 
red  mouth,  and  you'll  neither  move  nor  speak.  And 
there'll  be  no  light,  unless  he  gets  so  reckless  as  to 
strflce  a  match.  But  when  the  light  does  come,  my 
dear,  it'll  be  a  flash  o'  bhie  flame,  with  a  mm  ^ 
something  bumin'!" 

The  woman  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  md 
swayed  back  and  forth  where  she  stood. 

Then  MacNutt  held  back  his  guttural  laugh,  sud- 
denly, for  she  had  fafien  forward  on  her  face,  in 
ftdoidli^. 
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THE  ENTERING  WBDCSB 

It  was  at  leort  foot  o'dbck  m  ibt  afternocm  — 

as  ibt  janitor  of  the  building  later  reported  to  the 
police  —  when  a  Postal-Union  lineman,  carrying  a 
well-worn  case  of  tools,  made  his  way  up  through 
the  halls  and  stairways  of  one  of  those  many  Italian 
apartment  housa  just  south  of  Wadiington  Square 
and  west  of  Bronlway. 

This  lineman  worked  on  the  roof,  apparently,  for 
some  twenty  minutes.  Then  he  came  down  again, 
chatted  for  a  while  with  the  janitor  in  the  basement, 
aiMl  giving  him  a  dgar,  borrowed  an  eight-foot  step- 
ladder,  for  the  purpose  of  scaling  axxm  twdve  feet 
of  hrkk  wall,  where  the  adjoining  ofiice  bnik&^ 
towered  its  additional  Story  above  the  JUMmmctttr 
house  roof. 

If  the  janitor  had  been  less  averse  to  mounting 
hit  five  %fat8  stairway,  or  lest  iodifferei^  at  to 
the  nature  of  the  work  whtcfa  todc  tiie  busy  tele* 
graph  official  up  to  his  roof,  he  might,  that  after- 
noon, have  witnessed  both  a  delicate  and  an  interest- 
ing electrical  operation. 

For  once  t^  on  the  second  roof,  and  sure  that 
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he  was  under  no  immediate  observation,  the  line- 
man in  que^ion  carefully  unpacked  his  bag  of  tools. 
Hb  first  efforts  were  directed  toward  the  steel  tran- 
som which  covered  the  trapdoor  qpentng  out  on  the 
roof.  This,  he  discovered  with  a  grunt  of  disap- 
pointment, resisted  even  his  short,  curved  steel  lever, 
pointed  at  one  end,  like  a  gigantic  tack-drawer. 
Restoring  this  lever  to  the  bottom  of  bis  leather 
tool-bag,  he  made  his  way  to  tiie  sootteut  cmt»r 
of  the  building,  where  a  tangle  of  insulated  wires, 
issuing  from  the  roof  beneath  his  feet,  merged  into 
one  compact  cable,  which,  in  turn,  entered  and  was 
protected  by  a  heavy  lead  pipe,  leading,  obviously, 
to  the  street  below,  and  thence  to  the  cable  galleries 
of  Broadway  itself. 

It  took  him  but  a  miiiate  or  two  to  cot  away  a 
section  of  this  protecting  pipe.  In  doing  so,  he 
exposed  to  view  the  many  wires  making  up  an  as- 
tog^ahfa^  sobstantial  cable,  for  so  meager  an  office 
building.  He  then  turned  back  to  his  tool-case  and 
lifted  therefrom,  first  a  Bunndl  sounder,  and  &en  s 
Wheatstone  bridge,  of  the  post-office  pattern,  a  coil 
of  KK  wire,  a  pair  of  lineman's  pliers,  and  a  hand- 
ful or  two  of  other  tools.  Still  remaining  in  the 
bottom  of  his  bag  might  have  been  found  two  small 
rubber  bags  filled  with  nitroglycerine,  a  cake  of  yel- 
low soap,  a  brace  and  bit,  a  half-dozen  diamond- 
pointed  drills,  a  box  of  timers,  and  a  coil  fuse,  three 
tempered-steel  chisels,  a  tiny  sperm-oil  laatem  and 
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the  steel  "  jimmy  "  which  had  already  been  tested 
against  the  obdurate  tramom. 

Then,  skUfttlly  rdaxn^  the  inetaak  caUe  strands, 
he  as  carefully  graduated  his  current  and  attached 
his  sounder,  first  to  one  wire  and  then  to  another. 
Each  time  that  the  little  Bunnell  sounder  was  gal- 
vanized into  articulate  life  he  bent  his  ear  and 
likened  to  Uie  busy  dntteringof  die  dots  and  da^bes, 
as  tiie  reports  of  races,  u  tiie  weights  and  names 
of  jockeys,  and  lists  of  entries  and  statements  of 
odds  and  conditions  went  speeding  into  the  busy 
keys  of  the  big  poolroom  below,  where  men  and 
women  waited  with  white  and  straining  faces,  md 
sorrowed  aad  rejoiced  as  the  evor-fluctuant  go  • 
dm  of  diance  brought  them  ill  ItKk  or  success. 

But  Durkin  paid  little  attention  to  these  flying 
messages  winging  cityward  from  race-tracks  so 
many  miles  away.  What  he  was  in  search  of  was 
the  private  wire  leading  front  Ftnfid^s  own  offie^ 
wl^recm  inrtructkMM  and  mfcmnatkm  were  secretly 
hunied  dboat  1^  city  to  his  dozen  and  one  fellow- 
operators.  It  was  from  this  wire  that  Durkin 
hqped,  without  "bleeding"  the  circuit,  to  catch 
to  :  'hread  of  fact  which  might  make  the  task  be- 
lt '   m  more  lucid  and  direct. 

w<»ked  for  an  hour,  cwincctii^  and  discmi- 
n^ting,  testing  and  listening  and  testing  still  l^fain, 
before  the  right  wire  fell  under  his  thumb.  Then 
he  listened  intently,  with  a  little  start,  for  he  knew 
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he  was  reading  an  operator  whose  bluff,  heavy 
ataccato  « send was  as  familiar  to  his  long-prac- 
ticed  ear  M  a  w^4ai0wii  £Me  woidd  bt  to  his 

watching  eyes. 

It  was  MacNutt  himself  who  was  "sencfing" 
His  first  intercepted  message  was  an  order,  to  some 
confederate  unknown,  to  have  a  carriage  call  for 
to  at  eight  That,  Dttritin  told  himself,  was  worth 
knowmg.  His  second  despatch  was  a  warning  to  a 
artem  "  Al "  Mackenzie  not  to  fail  to  meet  Pen- 
field  m  Albany,  Sunday,  at  midnight.  The  third 
message  was  brief,  and  seemed  to  be  an  answer  to 
a  question  which  had  escaped  the  interloper. 

Yes,  got  her  here,  and  here  she  stays.  Things 
will  happen  tonight."  • 

fmidiead,  while  the  running  dots  and  dashes  re- 
•oljrf  ^aelyes  into  the  two  intelligible  sentences. 

Then  he  looked  aboat  Wm,  at  the  leaden  sky,  at 
tiie  roofs  and  walb  md  wimtows  of  the  crowded 
and  careless  city,  as  a  sabreur  about  to  enter  Am 
arena  might  look  about  hha  on  for  Mrhnt  ^ 
last  time.  Fw^a  rae 

'^YmT  he  said,  with  a  meditative  stare  at  the 
ttwttoo  befcwe  hhn.  "things  wiU  happen  tonight" 
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It  was  a  thick  and  heavy  night,  with  a  drizzle 
of  fine  rain  blanketing  the  city.  Every  now  and 
tbm  a  lonely  carriage  sfduttered  alc»ig  liie  oily  and 
pool'StfcwB  pavttiicB^  o§  &tt  ooMHrticet*  £vefy 
now  and  then,  too,  the  rush  and  clang  of  the  Broad- 
way cars  echoed  down  Uie  ca^m  d  ram-cwq^ 
silence. 

Durkin  waited  until  the  lights  of  the  cigar-store 
went  out  Then  he  onoe  more  drckd  the  Uock, 

WBBgKaff  CO  ffle  IBBuflWI.    /%■  ae  pMWBQ  QIC  MnBBHlw 

dgir-store  for  the  second  time  his  foot,  as  thot^ 
by  accident,  came  sharply  in  contact  with  the  re- 
fracting-prismed  manhole  cover  which  had  sounded 
so  hopefully  hollow  to  his  previous  tread.  As  he 
had  l^-stt^ected,  it  was  looae. 

He  stooped  quickly,  to  turs  M»  ^mmn.  At 
he  did  so  three  exploring  fingers  woriced  their  way 
under  the  ledge  of  the  unsecured  ^cle  oi  ma  mi 
glass. 

It  came  awaqr  without  renstanra.  He  looked 
about  huD  cautKMidy^  without  stira^^rte^i|^  t9» 
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leather  tool-bag  into  the  passage  below,  and  as 
guardedly  let  himself  down  after  it. 

He  waited  and  listened  for  a  minute  or  two,  be- 
fore replacing  the  com  above  Um.  From  the 
river,  in  the  distance,  he  could  hear  the  boomtt^ 
and  tooting  of  the  steam  craft  through  the  fog. 
A  hurrying  car  rumbled  and  echoed  past  on  the 
Broadway  tracks.  Two  drunken  wanderers  went 
singing  we^ard  in  the  drizriing  rain.  Then 
everything  was  silence  ^gsm. 

Durkin  replaced  the  covering,  noiselessly,  and 
feeling  to  right  and  left  with  his  outstretched  hands, 
crept  inward  through  the  narrow  tunnel  in  which 
ht  lomd  ImnM^f.  His  fingers  came  in  touch  with 
the  chilly  surface  of  a  steel-faced  door.  It  sounded 
heavy  and  unyielding  to  his  tentative  tap,  mA  his 
left  hand  was  already  reaching  back  for  the  tool-bag 
which  hung  by  its  strap  over  his  shoulder  when  his 
questioning  right  hand,  pushing  forward,  discovered 
^  the  door  was  mdoeked,  and  swung  easily  out- 
ward without  resistance. 

He  felt  and  fondled  the  heavy  bolts,  thoi^fun>, 
puzzled  why  it  should  be  so,  until  he  remembered 
seeing  the  half-dozen  pieces  of  anthracite  lying 
about  the  manhole  on  the  sidewalk  above  That, 
kt  toid  hmmM,  pos^  es^thdned  ft.  Seme  care- 
less wagon-driver,  ^ivering  his  load,  had  left  the 
place  unlocked. 
But  before  he  crept  into  the  witter  and  h%facr 
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pftsnge  before  him  he  paused  to  take  out  die  f«- 

volver  which  he  carried  in  his  hip  pocket,  to  un- 
limber  it,  and  carefully  feel  over  the  chambered 
cylinder,  to  make  sure  every  cartridge-head  stood 
there,  in  pface.  This  dont,  he  replaced  it,  not  at  his 
hip,  but  loose  and  free,  in  tiie  righthand  pocket  of 
his  coat.  Then  he  once  more  began  Ut^^  his  way 
along  the  smooth  cement  floor.  He  was  enveloped 
in  a  darkness  as  absolute  as  though  he  had  been 
shrouded  is  Uack  velvet  —  even  the  glimmer  of  the 
refracted  rtreet  lamps  did  not  penetrate  forte  than 
the  doorway  of  the  first  tunnel.  There  was  a  sra^ 
of  dampness  in  the  air,  as  of  mouldy  plaster.  It 
was  the  smell  of  underground  places.  Duridn 
hated  it. 

Be  had  to  fed  way  about  the  entire  circle  of 
that  second  narrow  chamber  bcfon  he  came  to 
where  the  inner  doorway  stood.  It,  too,  was  un- 
locked, and  for  the  first  time  some  sense  of  betrayal, 
some  intimidation  of  being  trapped,  some  latent  sus- 
picion of  artfully  concealed  duplicity,  flashed 
through  his  qaestionfag  mind. 

He  Urtmi,  and  was  greeted  by  notUng  h^  si- 
loice. 

Then  he  swung  the  door  softly  and  slowly  open. 
As  he  did  so  he  leaped  back,  and  to  one  side,  with 
his  right  hand  in  Us  coat  pocket.  For  there  sud- 
d«ily  smote  on  his  cars  the  sharp  clang  and  tinkle 
of  m^i^ 
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He  stood  there,  crouched,  for  a  waitiiy  ntelrtib 
and  then  he  laughed  aloud,  for  he  knew  it  was  only 
the  sound  of  some  piece  of  falling  irr  striking  on 
the  cement  To  make  sure  of  it,  he  groped  about 
tile  floor,  and  stnmMtd  oa  tlw  fittk  bar  of  iteei  tfaat 
bad  fidlen.  Yet  wbj  it  had  been  there,  leaning 
against  the  door,  he  could  not  com{H%faend.  Was 
it  there  by  accident?  Or  had  it  been  meant  as  a 
signal?  It  showed  him  one  thing,  however;  its 
.  eeboiof  fafi  bad  demonstrated  to  him  that  the  room 
he  had  entered  wtt  both  hqjher  and  hdffer  than 
the  one  he  bad  left.  It  might  be  nothing  more 
than  a  furnace-room,  yet  he  told  himself  that  he 
must  be  on  his  guard,  that  from  now  on  bis  perils 
began. 

Then  he  irondered  why  he  i^onld  fed  tUs  pre- 
monitory sense,  and  in  what  ky  the  dividfa^  ft^ 
and  where  lay  the  difference. 

Yet  as  he  stood  there,  with  his  back  against  the 
wall,  he  felt  something  dormant  and  deep-seated 
stirring  within  him.  It  was  not  a  sense  of  danger; 
it  utne  from  no  o^wnd  nd  taiq;3iie  raa^lesta- 
tions.  But  somewhere,  and  persistoitfy,  at  the  root 
of  his  being,  he  heard  that  subliminal  and  submerged 
voice  which  could  be  neither  silenced  nor  yndn^ 
stood. 

He  took  Aree  groping  paces  forward,  as  if  to 
(&taiiee  between  hhaself  umA  ^  fonadation- 
lesi  emc^oii        some  part  of  him  wiimJ  mrog^ 
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i^todtfy.  Bollarliie  Meond  time  Iw  ilood 
stocksti%  weighed  down  by  tiie  feeing  of  fome 

presence,  oppressed  by  the  sense  of  something  vague> 
ly  hanging  over  him.   He  felt,  as  Frank  had  once 
said,  how  like  a  half-articulate  key,  at  the  end  of 
an  ui^overidieQ  ctrctiit,  c(msciousness  really  was; 
how  the  spirit  so  often,  in  ^  oidy  half -midKg^ 
life  of  theirs,  flutters  feebly  with  hints  and  mggcs- 
tions  to  which  it  could  never  give  open  and  on- 
equivocal  utterance.    Even  language,  and  language 
the  most  artful  and  finished,  was,  after  all,  merely 
a  sort  of  (iaaof  Mone— its  unwieldy  dots  and 
dashes  lefl  many  a  nooi  of  tiie  km!  mloiovra  and 
inarticulate. 

As  he  stood  there,  in  doubt,  questioning  himself 
^"^  t^t  vague  but  disturbing  something  which 
atood  before  han,  he  decided  to  put  a  summary  end 
to  the  matter.  Fambiing  in  his  pocket,  and  disre- 
garding any  risk  which  the  movenieitt  n^ht  entaS, 
he  caught  up  a  match  and  struck  it. 

As  he  shaded  the  flame  and  threw  it  before  him, 
^s  straining  eyes  caught  only  the  glimmer  of  bur- 
mktA  ne^—a  guard-rail  of  some  description  — 
and  the  dark  and  ponderoiB  mus  of  what  seemed  a 
deposit  vault 

The  match  burned  down,  and  dropped  from  his 
upthrust  fmgers.  He  decided  to  grope  to  the  rail, 
wdf^ateng  the  metai  until  he  reached  some  point 
of  giaater  safety.   He  extended  his  fingers  before 
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him,  as  a  blind  man  might«  aiMl  took  one  dud&y 
step  forward. 

Tben  a  tiioiiglrt  came  to  him,  with  the  sudden- 
ness and  the  shock  of  an  electric  cnrrent,  as  a  radi- 
ating tingle  of  nerves,  followed  by  a  strangdy  sick- 
ening sense  of  hoUowness  about  the  chest,  swept 
through  his  body.  Could  it  be  Frank  herself  m 
danger,  and  wanting  himT 

More  than  once,  hi  the  past,  he  had  felt  that 
mysterious  medium,  more  fluid  and  un&thomable 
than  electricity  itself,  carry  its  vague  but  vital  mes- 
sage in  to  him.  He  had  felt  that  call  of  Soul  to 
Soul,  across  space,  along  channels  less  tangible  than 
Hertzian  waves  themselves,  yet  bearing  its  broken 
acasi^  which  later  events  Ind  atrttifntihrtyf}  aad 
still  later  cross-questioning  had  doubly  vaifi»L 

He  had  felt,  at  such  moments,  that  there  were 
ghostly  and  phantasmal  wires  connecting  mind  with 
a^d;  that  across  these  telepathic  wires  one  anxious 
^rit  ooald  in  scmae  way  hold  dim  converse  with 
the  other;  that  the  Sottl  its^  had  Ms  dwive  "  wire- 
less," and  forever  carried  and  gave  out  and  received 
its  countless  messages  —  if  only  the  fellow-Soul  had 
learned  to  await  the  signal  and  disentangle  the  dark 
and  nmic  Code.  Yes,  he  told  himself,  as  he  stood 
there,  thoughtfully,  as  Aough  bound  to  the  spot  by 
some  Power  not  himself, —  yes,  comctoimett  mm 
like  that  little  glass  tube  which  electricians  called  a 
coherer,  and  all  his  vague  impresstons  and  ssm^ta^r 
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gropings  were  those  disorderly,  minute  fragmentt 
of  nickel  and  silver  which  only  leaped  into  conttnu- 
ity  and  order  under  the  shock  and  impact  of  those 
fleet  and  foreign  electric  waves,  which  floated  from 
some  titter  eontdoamett  addng  wkk  ttt  and** 
Uvercd  messages.  And  the  woman  who  had  to 
often  called  to  him  across  space  and  sUence,  in  the 
past,  was  now  sounding  the  mystic  key  across  those 
ghostly  wires.  But  what  the  messages  was,  or  fr<»n 
what  quarter  it  came,  he  could  not  tell. 

He  stood  tii^  tortured  md  poisM,  torn  far  fear, 
thrilled  and  stirred  through  every  Sber  of  Mt  anx- 
ious body.  This  was  followed  by  a  sense  of  terror, 
sub-conscious  and  wordless  and  irrational,  the  kind 
of  terror  that  comes  to  a  child  in  uiUoiown  {daces, 
in  the  dead  of  some  unknown  night 

"For  the  tove  of  God,  trim  k  Uf*  Ut  dry  Itpt 
demmded,  ^eakfaig  alottd  kto  ^  emptiness  abo^ 
him. 

He  waited,  almost  as  if  expecting  some  answer- 
ti^  VGkatt  as  distinct  and  tangible  as  his  own.  But 
nothing  broke  the  black  silence  that  blanketed  him 
in  from  the  rest  of  all  the  w^M  and  9&  ite  ttvfaig 
things.  The  sweat  of  agony  came  out  on  his  face; 
his  body  hung  forward,  relaxed  and  expectant 

"  What  is  it  you  want  to  sayf  "  he  repeated,  in  a 
boarse  and  aoffied  tereatir  r  .>  longer  able  to  en- 
dure that  silent  and  nameless  Something  which  tar- 
rooadedym.  **  What  ii  U  yom  mmt  ^  st^  f 
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VB  QBosft  or 

la  the  ensuing  silence,  as  the  unbroken  seconds 
onoid  Ocnnelm  on,  Efc  kb  calkj  himsdf  a  fool, 
tt^  struggling  bitterly  with  that  iiirtrtrmilmn  mil 
easiness  which  possessed  him,  pulled  bimactf  to- 
gether for  some  immediate  and  decisive  action. 

fie  could  waste  no  more  time,  he  told  himself, 
m  fooMi  spirituaUstic  trances  witii  his  own  siiaciow! 
He  hwl  too  nwc*  below  ««,  ani  too  ifcor^ 
te  which  to  do  it  His  trouWet,  whea  hi  mmc  t» 
face  them,  would  be  realities,  an4  aet «  fnrfn  ^ 
vapid  and  morbid  self-vaporings. 

Be  •^naced  further  into  the  darKness  of  the 
room,  slowly,  with  his  han^  outstretched  bsfore 
Wm.  He  would  feel  for  iht  fi1iii%  airport  md 
guidance  of  the  melil  railing,  and  ttm  grope  Ua 
way  onward.  For  as  yet  he  had  only  earned  the 
f"tposts.  Then,  for  a  second  tme,  and 
wr  aooi«w»d  reason,  he  came  to  a  dead  hrit  He 
feh  as  if  aome  elusive  infiueaet,  soma  oi»unable 
force,  was  holding  and  barrog  Mm 
be  struck  a  match,  red^sly, 
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iqf  tet  tke  bur^td  mcul  nuUnf  and  the  dark 
naai  of  tht  vatdt 

It  was  with  aimm  a  teyeh  ^  &sM»paw!&sm  tet 
he  stood  there  in  Ms  frades,  and  stowly,  »tthod> 
ically,  thoroughly,  «^urveyerf  the  four'  quar-ers  of 
the  lightless  room  ip  which  he  >und  himsca.  He 
serMhiHii  ^  hearf,  fsmiiSuii:  ^.oori  vith  strain- 
mg  eym,  first  in  (me  dlr ^rtioR  smi  ihm  m  mo&ttr. 

There  was  fts^ring  to  he  Sir  »|  g  aoimd 
rea.,  led  his  ears  He  i  d  i  *-  n  th  oom  p«w 
haps  not  three  ■  inutes,  ye-  i;  hit  as 

manylwuFB.   Tl.cu  he  pec -ea  a  alia  a, 

wondiitlig,  fm^§m^-'  by  ^    m  ps,ycholog  il 
accident  his  eyes  ti-riied  m    x  pj.  ucular  directioa, 
slightly   u)ve        befor  him,  to^^^^  ^ 
difiction  ?n  wh  h    o  v  dvancing. 
S  rid  himself  ci  t,  s  new  idea,  and  to  decen- 
the  'tlhisiem,  he  sh  f ted  his  position.    But  still 
his       ak^mt  ^tnst     wffl,  tafaed  back  toward 
the  f<»mer  point  as  m  ^igh  the  Uaidceting  Uack- 
ness  held  some  c<        >me  d  .emible  central  pdbA, 
toward  which  he         .mpelk  d  to  look,  as  the  mag- 
mtk  need!  is  compeaed  to  swing  toward  the  North. 
Sarre«lerinr  to  this  impulse,  he  gaped  through  the 
at   .       a  ^  ostk  of  ^gpiilj^^ 

As  i    did  .o  he  began  to  feel  stir  at  the  base  of 
IS    oin    a  ti-  '  tremor  of  apprehension.  TM» 
treffi^swmcd  &  dde-'  •  to  explode  into  a  mounting 
of  fear    ashing  and  leaping  through  his 
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body  until  the  very  hair  of  his  head  was  stirred  and 
moved  with  it 

The  next  nxmient  the  startled  body  responded  to 
danxMrii^  v(^tion,  and  he  turned  and  fted  falindljr 
back  into  the  outer  passageway,  with  a  hidicrcmt 
and  half-articulate  little  howl  of  terror. 

For  growing  out  of  the  utter  blackness  he  had 
seen  two  vague  points  of  light,  two  luminous  spots, 
ncte  by  side,  taking  on,  as  he  faxxd  tiion,  all  tiie 
mytltaks  of  all  tlK  pntaenH  n^fat  which  man  ever 
faced.  He  felt  like  a  hunter,  in  some  jungled  mid- 
night, a  midnight  breathless  and  soundless,  who 
looks  before  him,  and  slowly  discerns  two  glowing 
and  motionless  balls  of  fire  —  who  can  see  nothing 
^tee,  in  atl  his  world  — —  but  tnm  tiiMe  two  pilot* 
phorescent  points  of  light  knows  that  ht  h  being 
watched  and  stalked  and  hunted  by  »ome  padded 
Hunger  lurking  behind  them. 

In  the  unbroken  and  absolute  silence  which 
seemed  to  mock  at  his  foolish  and  stampeding  fears, 
an  inwneoiate  reaenoB  ot  upttst  set  k.  nit  tes,  al- 
most glad  for  this  material  target  against  wh^ 
to  fling  his  terrors,  for  this  precipitatkm  ol  t^ptt^ 
hension  into  something  tangible. 

He  groped  through  his  bag,  hurriedly  yet  cau- 
tkKidy,  for  his  Itttte  ^am-cSl  lantom.  Then  he 
took  1^  ^  mfC^       hif  toosely  in  his  coat 
podcet   A  moment  later  a  thin  little  shaft  of 
danced  and  fin^ipmd  about  the  tittitr  nom. 
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He  could,  at  first,  see  nothing  but  the  line  of 
burnished  copper  stretching  across  his  path  and 
SasMt^  the  light  back  in  his  eyes.  Behind  this,  a 
taommt  laiet,  be  nuuie  out  the  daric  and  glomi^ 
mass  of  the  black  safe.  Then  he  looked  deeiier, 
with  what  was  still  agaii  a  flutter  of  enigmatical 
fear  about  his  heart,  for  that  twin  and  ghostlike 
glow  which  had  filled  him  with  such  precipitate 
terror. 

But  there  wu  no  kmger  my^ag  to  be  teen. 

He  played  his  interrogative  finger  of  light  up  aiKt 
down,  and  it  was  a  full  minute  before  his  slowly- 
adjusting  sight  penetrated  to  the  remoter  and  higher 
zrca.  of  the  surrounding  walls. 

It  was  diea»  »id  not  tSl  tiien,  that  he  discovered 
the  foct  that  the  wtM  on  h»  right  opened  and  i«- 
ceded,  some  five  feet  above  the  floor-level,  into  a 
dimly-outlined  alcove.  As  he  looked  closer  he 
made  out  that  this  alcove  had,  obviously,  been  filled 
by  the  upper  portion  of  a  heavy  iron  staircase,  lead- 
ing to  tiie  floor  ahov.  The  emiie  lower  half  of 
this  stairway,  where  once  it  nit»|  have  obtruded 
into  the  vault  chamber,  had  been  cut  away.  It  was 
on  the  remaining  upper  portion  of  this  dismantled 
stairway  that  his  pencil  of  light  played  nervously 
md  his  gan  was  dc»ely  riveted. 

For  there,  dbove  lis  Mmd  W»  of  vUo%  haK- 
hidden  back  in  the  heavy  shadows,  ^  star^  c^es 
made  out  a  huddled  and  shadowf  U  mt 
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a  woman's  figure,  in  black,  and  motionless.  It  was 
bottsd  hand  and  foot  to  lint  iron  itau^-Maiidiioiiib 

He  did  iH>t  iK^ioe,  in  tliat  firrt  fmaded  gknoe, 
tlw  white  band  that  cut  across  the  lower  part  of  her 
face,  so  colorless  was  her  skin.  But  as  he  looked 
for  the  second  time,  he  emitted  a  sudden  cry,  half- 
pity,  half-anger,  for  slowly  and  thinly  it  filtered 
hslttt  bis  cmsciotmess  jtnt  wlmt  rad  who  i^tuA 
watching  figure  was. 

And  then,  and  then  only,  did  he  speak.  And 
when  he  did  so  he  repeated  his  earlier  ciy. 

"  My  God,  Frank,  what  is  it?  " 

There  was  no  response,  no  answ»ing  movement 
OF  ijciAiU'e*  Ife  eiAed  to  htt  t^^iA^  tet  i^ffi  steo" 
lute  silence  confronted  him. 

As  he  crept  clouar  to  hGt,  by  be  liw 
and  understood. 

The  two  luminous  eyes,  burning  through  the 
daric,  had  been  Ins  wife's.  Sht  had  been  ui^s- 
<med  and  ti^  tfmre;  but  bound  and  ontSiil  m  ibe 
was,  the  strength  of  her  desire,  the  supremacy  of 
will,  had  created  its  new  and  mysterious  wire  of 
communication.  Some  passion  of  want,  some  sheer 
intensity  of  feeling,  had  found  and  used  its  warning 
aemai^rore.  1^  had  ^dkm  to  btsi,  witboitf  sound 
or  movemeiH.   xet  tot  wMtf 

Yet  for  what?  That  was  the  thought  thjrt 
seemed  to  dance  back  and  forth  across  the  fore- 
ground of  his  busy  brain.   That  was  what  he  woo- 
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dered  and  demanded  of  himself  as  he  clambered 
and  struggled  and  panted  up  the  wall  into  the  nar- 
row and  du^  akove,  and  cut  away  ibt  KxMen  g:^^ 
between  her  aching  jaws.  The  tender  flesh  was 
indented  and  livid,  where  the  tightened  band  had 
pressed  in  under  the  cheek-bones.  The  salivated 
throat  was  swollen,  and  speechless.  The  tongue 
protrtukd  pitifully,  helpless  in  its  nxxnentary  paral- 
ysis. 

"  Oh,  he'll  smart  for  this !  By  heaven,  he'll  smart 
for  this ! "  declared  Durkin,  as  he  stooped  and  cut 
away  the  straps  that  bound  her  ankles  to  the  ob- 
durate iron,  and  severed  the  bands  that  bruised  and 
Boo  Bcr  nnBit  wnsuL  liven  tnen  aoe  cowa  boc 
s^ak,  though  she  smiled  a  Uttie,  faintly  and  ior- 
lonily  and  gratefully.  She  struggled  to  say  one 
word,  but  it  resolved  itself  into  a  cacophonous  and 
inarticulate  mumble,  half-infantile,  half-imbecile. 

"  Oht  Ik'U  pay  for  this ! "  rqieated  the  raging  man, 
as  he  lowered  htft  I^BOp  and  iiiart»  to  floor  bekw 
and  leaped  down  bende  her.  She  sank  back  with  a 
happy  but  husky  gasp  of  weakness,  for  the  be- 
numbed muscles  refused  to  obey,  and  the  cramped 
and  stiffened  limbs  were  unable  to  support  her. 

All  t3»  could  do  was  to  hold  her  hta^ittad's  hand 
k  her  own,  in  a  grateful  yet  pawtemite  grip.  Ste 
must  have  been  imprisoned  there,  he  suimised,  at 
least  an  holur,  perbi^  two  hoofs,  perhafi  even 
longer. 
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He  started  up,  in  search  for  water.  It  might  be, 
he  felt,  that  a  lead  water-pipe  ran  soniewl»re  about 
than.   He  woiid  cut  it  witbocrt  conqimetioa. 

He  took  two  steps  across  the  room,  when  an  au- 
dible and  terrified  note  of  warning  broke  from  her 
swollen  lips.  He  darted  back  to  her,  in  wonder, 
searching  her  straining  face  with  his  little  shaft  of 
lantern  light. 

Sht  dkl  iM^  speak;  bat  he  followed  her  eyes. 
They  were  on  the  burnished  copper  railing  refract- 
ing the  thin  light  that  danced  back  and  forth  across 
that  dungeon-like  chamber.  He  questioned  her 
fixed  gaze,  but  still  he  did  not  understand  her.  She 
caught  his  hand,  and  retained  it  fiercely.  He 
thought,  from  her  pallor,  that  she  was  on  the  point 
of  fainting,  and  he  would  have  placed  her  full 
length  on  the  hard  cement,  but  she  struggled  agsunst 
it,  and  still  kept  her  hold  on  his  hand. 

then  d»  took  the  tiny  lantern  frc»n  his  fingers, 
and  bending  tow,  taiq>ed  with  it  on  the  cemoA, 
Durkin,  listening  closely,  knew  she  was  soundii^ 
the  telegrapher's  double  "  I  " —  the  call  for  attOH 
tion,  implying  a  message  over  the  wire. 

Slowly  he  spelt  out  the  words  as  she  gave  them 
to  Mffi  fa  Uxamt  kngoiu  and  wv/mg,  be^ 
deci{^ieral^^ 

"  The  —  railing — fa — charged  1  ** 

"  Charged?  "  he  repeated,  as  the  last  word  ahi^ 
itself  in  his  questioning  brain. 
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He  took  the  lantern  from  her  hand,  and  swung 
the  shaft  of  light  on  the  glimmering  copper.  From 
tiKre  he kxiked  Mcirt  hor  fiee OQce iBCWt. 

Then,  in  one  illuminating  flash  of  comprehen«on, 
it  was  all  clear  to  him.  With  a  stare  of  blank  won- 
der he  saw  and  understood,  and  fell  back  appalled 
at  the  demoniacal  ingenuity  of  it  all. 
"  I  seel  I  smI  "  he  rq»eated,  vacuously,  ahxK>st 
TheOt  to  make  oi  wh»t  he  teui  been  tcM.  he 
crossed  the  room  and  picked  up  the  bar  of  steel  that 
had  fallen  at  his  feet  as  he  first  entered  the  door. 
This  bar  he  let  fall  so  that  one  end  would  rest  on 
the  metal  vault-covering  and  the  other  on  the  rail  of 

CO§§€t. 

Thert  was  a  rep(^  a  sudden  leap  of  flame,  and 
the  coi^nued  hissing  fury  of  the  short-circuited 
current,  until  the  bar,  heated  to  incandescence, 
twisted  and  writhed  where  it  lay  like  a  thing  of 
life.   He  drew  a  deep  teeath,  aikl  watdied  it 

That  was  ttw  danger  ht  had  so  ck>sely  ddrtedl 
That  was  iht  fate  wt^  he  had  esoq  wd! 

He  stood  gazing  at  the  insidious  yet  implacable 
agent  of  death,  spluttering  its  tongue  of  flame  at 
him  like  an  angry  snake;  and,  as  he  looked,  his 

Then  a  sense  of  the  dangers  still  surrounding 
them  returned  to  his  mind.  He  shook  himself  to- 
gether, and,  making  a  circuit  of  the  ro(»n,  found 
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the  switch  and  turned  off  the  current.  As  he  did 
80  he  gave  a  little  muflted  cry  of  gratitude,  for 
acroas  the  rear  comer  of  the  room  ran  two  leaden 
water-pipes.  Into  one  of  these  he  cut  and  drflkd 
with  his  pocket-knife,  ruthlessly,  without  a  moment's 
hesitation.  He  was  suddenly  rewarded  by  a  thin 
jet  of  water  spraying  him  in  the  face.  He  caught 
'  his  hat  full  of  it,  and  carried  it  to  Frank,  who  drank 
fnm  it,  feverishly  and  deeply.  It  not  oidy  brought 
her  strength  back  to  her;  but,  after  it,  she  couM 
speak  a  little,  though  huskily,  and  with  ^nyntidtrable 
pain. 

"Can  you  mft?" 

She  signalled,  yes. 

"  W^ve  got  to  get  out  of  here^  ^  oaeet** 

He  could  see  that  she  understood. 

"  Can  you  come  now  ?  "  he  asked. 

She  nodded  her  head,  and  he  helped  her  to  her 
ieet.  Together,  the  one  leanmg  heavily  on  the 
other's  arm,  they  paced  tip  and  down  ^  i^«idy 
flooded  floor,  until  power  came  bi^  i»  ilr 
limbs,  and  steadiness  to  her  tired  nerves. 

"  It  would  be  better  not  to  go  together.  I'll  help 
you  out  and  give  you  fifty  yards'  start.  If  anything 
ik»M  happen,  rtmeniber  Aitt  Tm  hdumd  you,  and 
that,  after  this,  Ym  ready  to  dioet,  mi  Aaat  ^^k^ 
out  a  quaver." 

Again  she  nodded  her  head. 

"  But  listen.  When  you  get  up  through  the  aide* 
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walk  grating,  keep  steadily  on  for  two  blocks, 
toward  the  west.  Then  turn  north  for  half  a  block, 
md  go  into  the  family  entrance  at  Kieffer't.  II 
nothing  hsaggeast  111  join  you  there.  If  mylSmg 
does  occur  to  keep  me  back,  give  them  to  ttndav 
stand  that  you've  missed  the  last  train  for  your 
home  in  East  Orange ;  put  this  five-dollar  bill  down 
and  for  a  f r<mt  rocan  on  the  staxad  floor. 
WtOBi  libtn  yoQ  must  wafecb  for  me.  If  tt't 
thing  dangerous  I'll  signal  you  in  passing. 

By  this  time  he  had  led  her  down  the  narrow, 
tunnel-like  passageway  and  was  helping  her  t;^  into 
the  rain-swept  street. 

''  Whatever  happens,  remember  that  I'm  bdiind 
you!"  he  rqpeitfed. 

Thek  strt^ie^  as  he  asn^d  her  up  thrcx^  the 
narrow  opening,  were  ungainly  and  ludicrous;  yet, 
incongruously  enough,  there  came  to  him  a  fleet- 
mg  sense  of  joy  in  even  that  accidental  and  imper- 
sonal ccmtact  of  her  hmi  with  his. 

Then  he  braced  hloM^  aglrf^  tiie  mmmr  bride 
walls  where  he  stood,  appearing  a  strange  and  gro- 
tesque and  bodiless  head  ^ve  tlw  levd  ol  the 
street 

Itius  peering  out,  he  watdied  her  as  she  beat  her 
way  down  the  wmd-swq>t  sidewalk.  Already, 
thro^  iSm  ckrifting  midnight  rai%  ^e  ouffine  of 
her  figure  was  losing  its  distinctness.  He  was 
reuchii^  down  for  his  wet  and  sodden  hat,  to  ff^ 
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low  her,  when  something  happened  that  left  him 
transfixed,  a  motionless  and  bodiless  head  on  which 
ttir^  horror  had  suddenly  faltei. 

For  <mt  of  tl»  qtdet  aiMi  dudowy  soitA  ^  of 
the  street,  where  it  had  been  silently  patrolling  under 
lowered  speed,  swerved  and  darted  a  wine-colored, 
surrey-built  touring  car  with  a  cape  top.  Durkin 
recognized  it  at  a  glance;  it  was  Penfield's  huge 
machine  Its  moirenient,  as  it  smmg  in  toward  the 
slartitd  woman,  imned  like  swoop  of  a  hnAu 
It  appeared  to  stop  only  for  a  moment,  but  in  that 
moment  two  men  leaped  from  the  wide-swung  ton- 
neau  door.  When  they  clambered  into  it  once 
more  Dofkin  saw  ^  Frmk  was  between  them. 
And  one  of  the  men  was  MacNutt,  and  the  other 
Keenan. 

He  heard  the  one  sharp  scream  that  reverberated 
down  the  empty  street,  followed  by  the  fading  pulsa- 
tions  of  the  departing  car,  when  with  an  oath  of 
Infy,  ke  was  sikta4y  wfMsg  his  arms  up  through 
the  narrow  manhole.  As  he  did  so  he  heani  a 
second,  hoarser  cry,  succeeded  by  the  heavy  tr»^ 
of  hurrying  feet,  and  then  a  peremptory  challenge. 

Turning  sharply,  he  caught  sight  of  a  patrolling 
TOOB^mmtt  bearing  ^wn  cm  him  from  the  corner 
of  Broadway;  md  he  saw  UaA  0m was  dmw^ 
ing  his  ffvohrer  as  be  chimed  aeross  the  wet  pm9- 
ment 

It  was  already  too  late  to  free  himself.  With 
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an  instinctive  movement  of  the  hands  he  caught  up 
the  manhole  cover,  shield-like.  As  he  did  so  he 
law  the  glinuner  of  tiie  polished  steel  and  heard 
the  repaid  €li^tQfe&  Bat  he  nei^r  paused  nor 
hesitated.  He  let  his  knees  break  under  him,  and 
as  he  fell  he  saw  to  it  that  the  rim  of  the  manhole 
dropped  into  its  waiting  circular  groove.  Then  he 
heard  the  sound  of  a  shot,  of  a  seomd  and  a  third, 
frcm  the  potieonan's  pi^l.  Bui  as  he  secured  the 
cover  with  its  chainlodc,  mi  ^tinpgcd  down  into 
the  tunnel  below,  the  reports  seened  thin  and  nmf- 
fled  and  far  away  to  Durkin. 

A  moment  later,  however,  he  heard  the  ominous 
and  vSff»^  eciio  M  the  dBfen^s  nqilrt-rtiek,  on  tilt 
as^ialt,  fmmedfy  rapping  for  asristance. 
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'  TBB  BUUNG  PASSION 

Beyond  that  first  involuntary  little  cry  of  terror 
Frances  Durkin  uttered  no  sound,  as  she  found  her- 
self in  the  hooded  tonneau,  wedged  in  between  Mac- 
mi  Keoan.  That  first  outcry,  indeed,  had 
been  miwiiid  and  atttomstk,  the  last  rtactionary 
movement  of  an  overtried  and  exlMoled  body. 

A  wave  of  care-free  passivity  now  seemed  to  in- 
undate her.  She  made  no  attempt  to  struggle ;  she 
nursed  no  sense  of  open  resentment  against  her  cap- 
tofSi.  Tbe  littery  of  her  vital  forces  was  depleted 
and  dcpotorised.  She  experienced  only  a  faintly 
poignant  sense  of  disappointment,  of  in^^mi^n^ 
pique,  as  she  realized  that  she  was  no  longer  a  free 
agent.  Leaning  back  in  the  cushioned  gloom,  inert, 
in^assive,  with  her  eyes  half-closed,  she  seemed  to 
it  irtf^  throng  «i  eddying  veil  of  gray.  The 
voices  so  close  beside  her  aomided  thm  md  far  off. 
An  impression  of  unreality  clung  to  her,  an  kn- 
pression  that  she  was  floating  through  an  empty 
and  rain-swept  world  frwn  which  aU  life  and 
warmth  had  withered. 

'*^» not  k$f  I  wm^WB  Dnkfet"  MaeNott 
wu  ag^,  with  an  oath,  as  they  swung  aioaiid 
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the  corner  into  the  blinking  and  serried  lights  of 
Eighth  avenue.  "  It's  that  damned  groundhog  I'm 
goin'  to  dig  out  yet  I " 

Wdt,  yoa  ctn't  go  bade  Uh«rt  tiler  liiiiil  **  pro- 
tested Keenan. 

"  Can't  I?  Well,  I'm  goin'  back,  and  I'm  goto' 
to  get  that  man,  and  I'mgoia'  to  fry  Urn  in  Iritovm 
juices! " 

He  pudied  the  woman's  inert  weight  away  from 
him,  md  tmmA  out  from  mier  ^  cape,  wkh  a 
sharp  word  or  two  to  Peiifield's  chanffeitf.  Tim 
he  suddenly  whistled  and  waved  his  arm. 

"  What  are  you  doini;  that  for?  "  Keenan  4t- 
manded  of  him. 

Keenan  had  caught  the  drooping  %ia«,  and  was 
making  Ml  aiort  to  aapport  Hb  lace,  for  aorat 
unknown  reasm,  was  almost  as  colorless  as  the 
face  that  hy  to  paaii^  agjdm  Ma  nmoaked 
shoulder. 

"I'm  goin'  back  I"  declared  MacNutt. 
"Is  it  monk  while — now?**  demurred  the 
other. 

"  I'm  goin'  to  get  my  hoeia  on  Durkin,  even  if 
I  have  to  wade  thr<»2j^  ewwy  raidin'  gang  m  the 
precinctl" 

"  And  tei  what?"  dq»recated  Keenan. 

"Then  I*a  meet  you  at  Pei^dd's  house,  iq»town, 
and  the  show  will  come  to  a  feish  t " 

"And  wtet  am  I  expected  to  doF^^i^ded 
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Keenan,  impatiently.  For  the  approaching  four- 
wheeler  had  come  to  a  standstill  beside  them,  and 
MacNutt  was  already  out  in  the  ra  ii 

"  You  take  care  o'  thatf "  he  pointed  a  cootemp- 
ttifm  finger  tomd  the  inotioiiieM  womtB,  "aai 
mighty  good  care!" 

"  But  how's  all  this  going  to  help  us  out?  " 

"  I'll  show  you,  when  the  time  comes.  Here's 
the  key  for  Penfield's  house.  You'll  find  it  nice 
and  <piet  and  leMed  there,  mud  H  I  4o  ttrinf 
DrnMi  teek  me,  by  heaven,  you'B  have  ^ 
privilege  o'  seeia*  a  hirid  end  to  this  tmconunonly 
lurid  game  I " 

He  tossed  the  key  into  the  tonneau.  Keenan 
picked  it  up  in  silence. 

ThQT  heard  the  cktter  of  tfie  hona*  hooH  on 
■  the  wet  asphalt,  the  sharp  (kumstg  of  the  cab  door, 
the  rattle  of  the  wheel-tires  across  the  steel  car- 
tracks,  and  he  was  gone.  A  moment  later  they 
were  dipping  up  the  avenue  between  two  long  rows 
of  undulating  lights,  with  tlM  ram  drUtn^  tei  mi 
^mr  facta. 

Then  Keenan  turned  and  looked  down  at  the 
woman  beside  him.  During  several  minutes  of  un- 
broken silence  Frank  nursed  the  dim  consciousness 
of  his  keen  and  scrutinizing  glance.  But  her  mind 
seemed  enckged  ki  a  body  thi^  mA  alrei^  dead; 
At  had  ndther  the  wifi  nor  tbc  power  to  look 


Then,  with  no  warning  word  or  gvMlUt,  he 
stooped  down  and  kissed  her  on  hee  httvjr  itA 
mouth. 

At  any  oAer  time,  she  knew,  ihe  wouW  have 

fought  against  that  tainting  touch;  every  drop  of 
red  blood  in  her  body  would  have  risen  to  combat 
it.  But  now  she  neither  repulsed  it  nor  responded 
to  it  She  seemed  submergeft  wbA  nMiAered  to  a 
tide  <rf  tmflile  todiffcmee.  SIm  even  fonad  her- 
•elf  wdgfaing  the  meaninff  ol  th^  dire^  to  lA  M 
wit  not  ignoble  in  her. 

She  even  caught  at  it,  with  an  inward  gasp  of 
enlightenment  It  meant  more  than  she  had  at  firit 
seen.  It  brei^ht  »  new  leene  to  Ae  Mtinf 
drama;  it  meant  a  new  turn  to  tiw  hurrying  game. 
It  meant  that  if  she  only  waited,  and  could  be  wise 
and  wary  and  calculating,  she  still  might  hug  to 
her  breast  some  tattered  h.^i  for  th*-  impending 
end. 

Sbt  knew  Keenaa  wae  t^'  nta^Mng  her; 
she  knew  tkat  he  was.  in  some  mar  y-,  be;!.  ;  torn 
between  ccMitending  feelings,  that  sor  >  ' lit- rating 
impulse  was  falling  between  him  and  'iidt  grim 
concert  of  forces  of  which  he  was  a  meraiier.  it 
was  the  shadow  of  pasncm  ialli^  acron  ibt  patiis 
of  ft  wa»  #K  jUaif  aai^^  pwftiem  m  M 

as  the  world. 

And  what  was  she,  then?  That  was  tlie  ques- 
tion she  asked  herself,  with  a  little  sobbing  ga^  — 
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what  was  she,  trading  thus,  even  in  thought,  on  her 
bruised  and  wearied  body?  What  had  she  fallen 
to,  what  was  it  ^t  had  deadeaed  all  that  was  softer 
and  b^ter  and  purer  within  her,  that  she  could  thus 
see  slip  away  from  iMa*  the  UiM  sdace  and  dignity  of 
her  womanhood  ? 

There,  she  told  herself  bitterly,  lay  the  degrada- 
tion and  the  ultimate  danger  of  the  life  she  had 
ied.  It  was  there  that  ^  grmmier  ^i^fe^  e»ne 
into  her  career.   The  surrender  of  ever  greater  and 
greater  hostages  to  expediency,  the  retreat  to  ever 
meaner  and  meaner  instruments  of  activity,  the 
gradual  induration  of  heart  and  soul,  the  desperate 
and  ever  more  d^perate  search  for  self-deceiving 
extoiuadocs,  for  self-Wikfog  condonement,  for 
pitiful  and  distorting  self-propitiation  —  in  these 
lay  the  inward  corruption,   nore  implacably  and 
more  terribly  tragic  than  a- ,  >  atward  blow  1  She 
had  once  deluded  herself  with  the  thought  that  a  life 
of  crime  might  lose  at  least  half  of  its  evil  by  los- 
ing all  of  its  grossness.    ^e  hi^  even  consoled  her- 
self with  the  thought  tha.    was  the  offender  against 
life  who  saw  deepest  into  life.    It  was  but  natural, 
she  had  always  argued  with  herself,  that  the 
thwarted  consciousness,  that  tfie  erring  and  saffCT- 
ti^  heart,  ^Kmld  yield  deeper  insight  into  ti»  daric 
aad  omplicated  of  spiritual  truth  than 

could  the  soul  forever  untried  and  unshaken.  The 
tempted  and  troubled  heart,  from  its  lonely  towers 
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of  unhappiness,  must  ever  lee  further  into  ^  mtan- 
of  things  than  could  those  comfortably  nminat 
ttoA  healthy  souls  who  suffered  little  because  they 
ventured  little.  She  had  ventured  much,  and  she 
had  lost  much.  She  had  thought  to  hold  some  in- 
most self  aloof  and  immune.  She  had  dreamed 
that  some  kward  trrcfiroi^iaMitty  of  thought,  some 
I^^-hearted  tact  of  open  conduct,  nugfat  leave  still 
untainted  that  deeper  core  of  thought  and  feeling 
which  she  had  long  thought  of  as  conscience,  while 
some  deceiving  and  sophistical  transmutation  of  val- 
ues whispered  to  her  adroitly  that  in  some  way  all 
good  B^fht  be  bad,  and  that  an  bad  m^t  m  some 
way  be  good. 

But  that,  she  now  knew,  was  a  mockery.  She 
was  the  sum  of  all  that  she  had  thought  and  acted. 
She  was  a  disillusioned  and  degraded  and  unscrupu- 
km  womaa,  steeped  in  enormities  so  dark  that 
it  i^paOed  and  sidcened  her  even  to  feeaM  them. 
Sht  was  only  the  empty  and  corroded  shell  of  a 
woman,  all  that  once  aspired  and  lived  and 
hoped  in  her  eaten  away  by  the  acid  currents 
of  that  undergrotmd  world  into  which  she  had 
fiileQ. 

Yet  mther  Aan  it  rfiould  end  in  that  riow  and 

tatm  and  Fordid  inner  tragedy  of  the  spirit,  she 
told  herself  fiercely,  she  would  fling  open  her  last 
arsenal  of  passion  and  come  to  her  end  in  some 
inmic  blaze  of  glory  that  would  at  least  lend  sinister 
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radiance  to  a  timelessly  base  and  sorry  eclipse.  So 
^  lay  l»ck  in  Keenan's  clasp  quiescently,  imra^ 
ingiy,  but  watdifiiUy.  For  she  knew  that  the  end, 
whatev«>  it  ii%ht  H  was  not  iar  away. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 


THE  CKOWN  OF  XKOH 

Dtiridn's  first  feeling,  as  he  scrambled  to  his  feet 
and  hall-^^bkd,  half-groped  his  way  ak»^ 
narrow,  tunnel-like  passage,  was  an  untimely  and 
impotent  and  almost  delirious  passion  to  get  out 
into  the  open  and  fight  —  fight  to  the  last,  if  need 
be,  for  all  that  narrowing  life  still  held  for  him, 
feeling  was  fc^cwnl  by  a  quick  sense  of  frus- 
tnrtkm  as  he  realized  his  mommtsary  helpicHBcss 
and  how  comprehensive  and  relentless  ae^Mi  Ite 
machinery  of  intrigiw  cqmosing  him. 

Yet,  he  told  himself  with  that  lightning-like  ra- 
pidity of  thought  which  came  to  him  at  such  rao- 
mtm  of  perB,  howem  ffltrio^  and  vast  the  ma- 
d^tery,  however  carefully  {rianned  ike  line  (rf 
impendti^  .  .mpaign,  the  hurrein  ekment  woiM  be 
an  essential  part  of  it.  And  his  last  forlorn  hope, 
his  final  fighting  chance,  lay  in  the  fact  that  where- 
ever  tl«  htnnan  element  entered  there  also  entered 
ipaiiiaiss  miA  pim»m  and  the  possi'uiiity  of  acctdott 

What  now  remained  to  liim,  he  warned  himself  as 
he  hurriedly  locked  and  barred  the  two  steel  docfS 
whkh  akoA  oS  the  first  and  second  passageway,  wtn 
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to  think  quickly  and  act  decisively.  Somewhere,  at 
some  unforeseen  moment,  his  chance  might  still 

eOBM  iO  WBL 

As  fcM-  htmself ,  be  fdt  that  Ik  was  safe  aK>t^|li, 
for  the  time  being.  The  officer  who  had  detected 
him  in  the  manhole  would  be  sure  to  follow  up  a 
case  so  temptingly  suspicious.  The  police,  in  turn, 
cotUd  take  open  advantage  of  an  intrusion  so  ab- 
vKMiriy  unai^hofKcd  and  oininom  as  lus  own,  sbA 
find  in  it  an^e  excuse  for  investigating  a  quarter 
which  for  many  months  must  have  been  under  sus- 
picion. But,  under  any  circumstances,  well  guarded 
as  that  poolroom  fortress  stood,  its  resistance  could 
be  onfy  a  natter  of  time,  and  of  strictly  linuted 
ume,  oQce  ine  reserves  were  on  tne  scene. 

Durkin's  first  thought,  accordingly,  was  of  the 
roof,  for,  so  far  as  he  knew,  all  escape  from  the 
ground  floor  was  even  then  cut  off.  Yet  the  first 
door  leading  frcnn  the  vault  chamber  he  found  to 
be  sted-botmd  and  securely  locked.  He  mrmised, 
with  a  gasp  of  consternation,  that  the  doors  tkom 
him  would  be  equally  well  secured.  He  remem- 
bered that  Penfield  never  did  things  by  halves,  and 
he  felt  that  his  only  escape  lay  in  that  upward  flight. 

So  l»  saw  Hat  it  was  to  be  a  grim  race  in  demoli- 
tion; that  while  he  was  to  gnaw  and  eat  his  way 
upward  thrmigh  stedl  and  brick,  like  a  starving  rat 
boring  its  passage  up  through  the  chambers  of  a 
huge  granary,  his  pursuers  would  be  pounding  and 
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tittering  at  the  lower  doors  in  just  as  frenaed 
pursuit. 

He  no  longer  he^ed,  but  moved  with  that 
rkar-thoughted  rapidity  of  action  which  often  camt 
to  him  in  his  moments  of  half-delirium.  Tur^ig 

to  his  tool-bag  and  scooping  out  his  bar  of  soap, 
he  kneaded  together  enough  of  the  nitroglycerine 
fnwa  one  of  the  stout  rubber  bags  to  make  a  mix- 
ture of  ikte  consistency  of  lUpM  honey.  Tlas  he 
quickly  but  carefully  worked  into  the  cra^  of  the 
obstructing  door.  Then  he  attached  his  detonator, 
and  shortened  and  lighted  his  fuse,  scuttling  back  to 
the  momentary  shelter  of  the  outer  passage,  making 
sure  to  be  beyond  the  deadly  "feathered  radius  "  of 
the  nitro. 

There  he  waited  behind  the  steel-bound  door  for 
the  coming  detonation.  The  sound  of  it  smote  hmi 
hke  a  blow  on  the  chest,  followed  by  a  rush  of  m 
and  a  sudden  feeling  of  nausea. 

But  he  did  not  wait.  He  groped  his  way  in,  re- 
fax^  the  passage  doo*  a^  mwled  on  sSi  foan 
tiu-ough  the  smoke  and  heavy,  malodorous  gases. 

The  remnants  of  the  blasted  door  hung,  like  a 
tottered  pennon,  on  one  twisted  hinge,  and  his  way 
now  lay  dear  to  tiw  ladder  of  grilled  ironwork  lead- 
ing to  the  floor  above.  But  here  the  steel  trapdoor  ' 
again  barred  his  progress.  One  ite|>  twist  and 
wretKh  with  his  steel  lever,  however,  tore  the  bolt- 
head  from  its  setting,  and  in  aaote  balf-miiHtte 
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he  was  standing  on  the  closed  door  above,  ^axMk^ 
out  the  noxious  smoke  from  the  basement. 

Between  him  and  the  stairway  stood  still  another 
fortified  door,  heavier  than  tiie  others.  He  £i«it 
^op  to  knead  his  i>aste,  for  already  he  coidi^liMr 
the  crash  of  glass  and  the  sound  of  sledges  on 
door  at  the  rear  of  the  cigar-shop.  Catching  up 
a  strand  of  what  he  knew  to  be  the  most  explosive 
«tf  all  gunc<^t(mi  — •  it  was  cellulose-hexanitrate  — 
he  worked  it  gently  into  the  open  keyhole  and  agatt 
scuttled  back  to  safety  as  the  fu.se  burnt  doim 

He  could  feel  the  building  shake  with  the  tremor 
of  the  detonation,  shake  and  quiver  like  a  ship 
pounded  by  strong  head  seas.  A  remote  window 
sfdiirtered  and  cradwd  to  the  floor,  sucked  in  the 
atmospheric  mnish  following  the  expk>si(Mi-vacituni. 
He  noticed,  io->,  as  he  mounted  the  narrow  staurs 
before  him,  that  he  was  bleeding  at  the  nose.  But 
this,  he  told  himself,  was  no  time  for  resting.  For 
tt  tlw  head  of  the  second  stairway  still  another 
tet  oi  armorti  sted  Uoc^  his  passage,  and  still 
again  the  hurried,  hollow  detonaticm  shodc  the 
building.  The  ache  in  his  head,  behind  and  above 
the  eyes,  became  almost  unbearable;  his  stomach 
revolted  at  the  poisonous  gases  through  which  he 
was  groping.   But  he  did  not  stop. 

As  he  twt^  »id  pried  with  his  sted  Itm  at  ^ 
lock  of  the  trapdoor  that  stood  between  him  and 
the  c^oi  air  of  t)»e  housetop,  be  co^  t^u^  hatr 
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tltt  tdltale  «f««»»^«i>^«T*^  imf  iharp  nrdtiM  and 
muffled  cries  and  the  approachmg,  ^g^mg 

of  feet.  He  fought  at  the  lock  like  a  madman,  for 
by  this  time  the  trampling  feet  were  mounting  the 
upper  i^i,  aid  doors  were  being  battered  and 
WROHM  fiMi  tkiir  yitfes.  He  M  at  least  made 
»etr  work  easy  for  them;  fae  faai  tern  epen  tfae 
heart  of  Penfield  s  stronghold;  he  had  blazed  a  p^ 
for  those  officers  of  the  law  wlio  had  bowed  before 
tbc  inaccessibility  of  the  buildis^  he  bad  ^mam 
■iilgli  liMiiiMt 

**^90Af**  hm  ami,  kn  h»  fmaiLj  ddight 
"  Give  k  tftftem  good!  Wwk 'em,  ^w^ferifi; 
p*it  'em  out  of  business!  " 

Then  he  gave  a  sudden  relievirg  "  Ah !  "—  for 
^  surrendered  its  bolts,  and  the 

■■^^  mmm  ^pw  tP^^ipRwd  posh.  The  night 
wwd,  ^Btt  jiitf  fhmp  ii<r  itoa^  to  tet  and 
grimy  f^ce  m  itt  immM  u^^mi^  ^ 

opening. 

Even  as  he  did  so  he  heard  the  gathering  sounds 
b^^Wm   growing   clearer   and   clearer.  He 
•pMf  knr  tfli^^^iains,  ^  ^ith  ^  furtive 
eye  ever  on  the  immM  trapAxa-,  gmptd 
way,  gorilla-like,  closer  and  closer  to  the 
a^inst  which  he  imme  ^  ^i^m^  mimmlB^ 
stfU  leanmg. 

Then  he  dropped  flat  on  hk  faec,  and  wormed 
^      tmm^  m  mmm  tfttTllluuy,^  twdve  feet 
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from  him,  {or  a  wet  helmet  had  emerged  from  the 
lamp  (^ening.   A  mcmient  later  a  lantern  was  flash- 
iag  ntf  fk^img  tkaA      raii^  roof. 
"WcVe  got  'ent  Qtkk.  La^;  «e>w  got 

*em ! "  cried  the  helmeted  had  txakaa&y,  frora  #m 
tiapdoor,  to  someone  below. 

The  next  moment  Durkin,  prone  on  his  face, 
tmmd  tiw  of  a  revolver  and  the  impact  of  the 
txA  as  tt  ficodwttrf  iron  the  roof-tin,  not  a  yard 
from  his  feet 

He  no  longer  tried  to  conoHd  himself,  but,  roll- 
ing and  tumbling  toward  the  eave-comice,  let  him- 
self over,  and  hung  and  clung  there  by  his  hands, 
while  a  seeond  ban  wKitkd  over  him. 

He  felt  despen^  wkmg  the  fbt  hriek  msrfym, 
with  his  kicking  feet,  wondering  if  he  had  mis- 
judged his  direction,  sick  with  a  fear  that  he  might 
bedangling  over  an  open  abyss.  He  shifted  the 
***8^  ^  *»  ho#^  along  the  cornice  ledge,  still 
Vmmg  «id  feeling,  feverishly  and  ridictdottsly,  with 
his  gyrating  limbs.  Then  a  jf^  erf  ^pept 
through  him.  The  ladder  was  te%  and  Us  &ct 
were  already  on  its  second  step. 

As  he  ran,  cat-like,  across  the  lower  apartment- 
hoiiw  vmnt^^x^^eamf  #iat  he  stood  in  full  range  of 
his  parsoers  above,  and  he  knew  that  by  this  time 
they  were  alre^  crowding  oat  to  ^  eormee- 
ledge.  There  was  no  time  for  thought.  He  did 
not  pause  to  look  back  at  them,  to  ^her  ^ 
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problem  or  the  possible  coiMequencet  m  Iris  mfaid; 

lie  only  remembered  that  that  afternoon  he  had 
noticed  five  crowded  lines  of  washing  swinging  in 
multi-colored  disarray  at  the  back  of  that  many- 
fmiflied  hive  of  life.  He  hesiuted  only  once,  at 
tbe  liMer  edge  of  ^  roo^  to  make  mm,  in  tile 
uncertain  half-i%lit»  tint  he  waa  above  time 
crowded  lines. 

I' Let  him  have  it  — there  he  goes!"  cried  a 
voice  above,  and  at  that  too  warning  note  his  hesi- 
tati<Mi  took  wii^. 

Durkin  leaped  08t  aito  i^ace,  etrsdiMif  tlie  ftH 

line  of  sodden  clothes  as  he  fell.  Even  in  that 
brief  flight  the  thought  came  to  his  mind  that  it 
would  have  been  infinitely  better  for  him  if  the 
falling  rain  had  not  weighted  and  flattened  those 
saggii^  lines  of  washing.  Then  he  r^nembered, 
more  gratefully,  that  it  was  ^robobfy^  o^  beentae 
of  the  rain  that  they  still  swung  there. 

As  his  weight  came  on  the  first  line  it  snapped 
under  the  blow,  as  did  the  second,  which  he  clutched 
h»  h»id8»  and  the  third,  which  he  doubled 
oyer,  limply,  and  the  fourth,  which  cut  vtp  under 
his  arm-pit.  But  as  he  went  dowmnsd  Ik  enrfed 
that  ever-growing  avalanche  of  cotton  and  woolen 
and  linen  with  him,  so  that  when  his  sprawling 
%»e  snote  the  stone  court  it  fell  muffled  and 
hidtka  IB  a  web  of  tangled  garments. 
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How  his  flight  ended  Durkin  never  clearly  re- 
membered. He  had  a  dim  and  uneasy  memory  of 
the  lapse  of  time,  either  great  or  little,  the  confused 
recollection  of  waking  to  his  mu^  wad  ^^bdx^ 
his  way  free  from  a  smothering  weight  of  wet  and 
clinging  clothes.  As  he  struggled  to  his  feet  a 
sub  of  pain  shot  through  his  left  hand,  and  up 
dmiifh  Hi  Imtrm.  It  was  so  keen  and  penetrat- 
k)f  he  mmBhtA,  in  1^  bbnk  awl  taacsMotng 
haste,  that  he  must  have  torn  a  dwrd  or  broken  a 
bone  in  his  wrist.  But  on  a  matter  ttbe  ^ 
felt,  he  could  now  waste  no  time. 

If  he  had,  indeed,  been  unconscious,  he  con- 
cfculetf,  it  l»d  bea  hiA  momeatiay.  For  as  he 
groped  about  in  search  <^  his  d»wed  and  bruised, 
he  found  himself  still  alone  and  unmolested  Creep^ 
ing  through  the  apartment-house  cellar,  and  out 
past  the  door  of  the  snoring  and  still  undisturbed 
janitor,  he  crouched  for  a  waiting  moment  or  two 
beMnd  an  overioaded  garbage-can,  in  the  area. 

Hearing  nothing,  he  staggered  the  narrow 
stairs  to  the  level  of  the  sidewaB^  wet  and  ragged 
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and  dtsheveted,  Mackcned  and  toiltd  aad  fa^ifatl 

The  street  seemed  deserted. 

He  felt  sick  and  faint  and  shaken,  but  he  would 
not  givt  up.  He  half-stumbled,  half -staggered 
•long,  tf^MAktg  through  little  poolf  of  rain  held  in 
depressions  of  the  stone  sidefnillc.  etqiponii^  Mm- 
self  on  anything  that  offered,  hoping,  if  thtt  wm 
indeed  the  end,  that  he  might  crawl  away  into  some 
dark  and  secluded  comer  of  the  d!ty,  to  bide  the 
Imi^tnig  ignominy  of  it  all 

In  Iroitt  ^  a  CUnete  famndry  wiiidow  Ik  law  that 
he  could  go  no  further.   Hit  fifst  ii^idie  wai  to 

creep  inside,  and  make  an  effort  to  bribe  his  way 
to  secrecy,  although  he  knew  that  within  another 
quarter  of  an  hour  the  tightening  cordon  of  the 
poBee  rmM  entirely  nmimd  the  block. 

As  he  swayed  there,  hcatating,  he  heard  the  thun- 
der of  hoofs  and  the  rumble  of  whed-tifts  on  tfat 
soggy  asphalt  His  first  apprehensive  thought  was 
that  it  would  prove  to  be  a  patrol-wagon,  with 
police  reserves  from  some  neighboring  precinct. 
M  M  he  fa&dEed  Arough  the  darkness  he  made 
out  a  high-pfa^onaed  Metropolitan  MiBc  Com- 
pany's ddivery'^pafm  swiagiag  4mm  tewtfi 
him. 

He  staggered,  with  a  slow  and  heavy  wading 
motion,  out  to  the  centre  of  the  street,  a  strange 
and  spectraHgnrt,  with  onmretehed  arms,  uttering 
a  Aarp  and  hiAfflf  ay  or  twa 
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The  driver  pulled  up,  thirty  long  and  dreary  feet 
past  him. 

"What  in  hell  d'you  want?"  he  demanded 
iratdy,  raising  his  whip  to  start  his  team  once 
more,  as  he  caught  a  clearer  view  of  the  seemingly 
drunken  figure. 

"  I'll  give  you  a  fiver  "  said  Durkin  thickly,  "  if 
yott'flgi'  mea  Hftl". 

He  held  the  money  in  his  hand,  as  he  stumbled 
and  panted  to  the  wagon-step.  That  put  an  end 
to  all  argument. 

"  Climb  in,  then  — quick!  "  cried  the  big  driver, 
as  he  caught  his  passenger  by  a  tattered  coat  sleeve 
and  helped  him  up  into  the  high-perched  seat 

"But  for  the  love  o'  God,  who's  been  doin' 
things  to  you?"  he  went  on,  in  amazement,  as  he 
saw  the  bruised  and  bleeding  and  ash-colored  face. 

"They  threw  me  out  o'  their  damned  d<^ 
shop  ! /'  cried  Dnrktn,  with  an  cuAy  half-simdated 
thidcness  of  utteran«,  as  he  jerked  a  shaking 
thumb  toward  the  lights  of  the  Chinese  laundry. 
"  And  I  guess  —  I'm  —  I'm  a  bit  knocked  out ! " 

For  he  felt  very  weak  and  faint  and  weary, 
though  the  cold  rain  and  the  open  night  air  beat 
on  his  i:^med  face  with  a  stii^  tliat  was  grale- 
fully  refreshing. 

"  They  certainly  did  make  a  mess  o'  you ! " 
chortled  the  unmoved  driver,  as  they  rumbled  west- 
ward and  took  the  corner  with  a  skid  of  the  great 
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wheels  that  strask  fire  from  even  the  wet  car- 
tracks.  He  todnd  the  bill  down  in  his  oil-coat 
pocket. 

"Feelin'  sick,  ain't  you?" 

**  Where  d'you  want  to  go?  "  he  adced  more 

ingly. 

"  Where  d'you  go  ?  "  parried  Durkin. 
"Hoboken  Ferry,  for  th'  Lackawanna  Number 
Eight!" 

"  Thai  thatH  do  me,"  answered  tiie  other  weidcfy. 

He  Umtd  bask  in  his  high  and  rodcing  seat, 
grasping  the  back  rail  with  his  right  hand.  He 
felt  as  if  the  waves  of  a  troubled  and  tumultuous 
sea  were  throwing  him  up,  broken  and  torn,  on 
somt  island  of  possible  safety.  He  felt  dizzy,  as 
tiw^lh  he  were  beti^  tossed  and  plunged  lofwaitl 
to  some  narrow  bar  of  impending  release  and  rest 
He  did  not  ask  of  himself  just  what  seas  boomed 
and  thundered  on  the  opposing  side  of  that  narrow 
stretch  of  promised  security.  He  knew  that  they 
were  there,  and  he  kmw  that  tlw  time  would  9ooa 
ccrac  when  he  must  face  wad  tiitfit  ahotrt  haxa. 
He  had  once  demanded  rest ;  but  he  knew  that  there 
now  could  be  no  rest  for  him,  until  the  end.  He 
might  hide  for  a  day  or  two,  like  a  hunted  animal 
with  its  hurt,  but  the  hounds  of  destiny  would  soon 
he  It  his  heels  again.  AH  he  atked,  he  toM  hisi> 
ac^  fm  yt  mmt§  iit»  ri^  ci  momeattfy  re- 
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lapse,  his  breathing  speU  of  quietness.  He  was  al- 
ready too  stained  and  scwred  with  Hfe  to  look  for 
the  staidly  upholstered  sanctuaries,  the  padded 
seclusions  of  simple  and  honest  wayfarers.  He 
was  broken  and  undone,  but  his  day  would  come 

again.  .    j  t 

He  looked  at  his  limp  and  trailing  left  hand.  1  o 
1^  Gon^emation,  he  saw  that  it  dripped  blood. 
He  tried  to  push  back  his  coat  sleeve,  but  the  pain 
was  more  than  he  could  endure.  So  with  his  right 
hand  he  lifted  the  helpless  arm  up  before  his  ey^ 
as  though  it  were  something  not  h»  own  fleaJi  and 
Wood,  and  for  the  first  time  saw  the  splinter  of 
boat  that  protruded  from  the  torn  flesht  just  bdow 
the  wrist-joint. 

He  felt  for  his  handkerchief,  dizzily,  and  tned 
to  bandage  the  wound.  This  he  never  accom- 
plished, for  wi&  a  sii^  ^  gasp  he  fainted 
away,  and  fell  prone  across  the  <Ml-ddmied  lap  of 
tiie%  driver. 

That  astounded  person  drew  up  in  alarm  at  the 
side  entrance  of  a  street-corner  saloon.  He  was  on 
the  point  of  repeating  his  sturdy  call  fw  when 
a  four-wheder  swung  in  heMt  his  wagon-step,  ami 
delivered  itself  of  a  square-shouldered,  heavy- 
jawed  figure,  muffled  to  the  ears  in  a  rain-coat. 
The  newcomer  took  in  the  situation  with  a  rapid 
and  comprehensive  glance  of  relief. 
«  So  there  he  is,  at  lastl"  he  said*  at  lie  came 
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forward  and  cattght  np  the  r^uced  and  sdll  iin- 
ccmscious  figure. 

"Where'd  you  get  a  license  for  buttin'  in  mi 
this?"  expostulated  the  surprised  driver. 

"Bttttin'  in?"  cried  tlw  man  in  the  raincoat,  as 
he  lifted  the  fin^  %tre  ia  his  great,  goriUa-lSce 
arms.  "This  isn't  buttin'  in — this  is  takin'  care 
o'  my  own  friends ! " 

*'  Friend  o'  yours,  then,  is  he?  "  queried  the  weak- 
ening driver. 

**  A  friend  o*  nrinel "  cried  the  other  angrily,  for 
his  man  was  alreaify  safefy  »i  the  eah.  "You 
damned  can-slinger,  d'you  suppose  I'm  wastin'  cab- 
fare  doin'  church  resets  wcvk?  Of  eamm  he's  a 
friend  o'  mine. 

"  And  not  only  that,"  he  added,  under  his  breath, 
as  he  swta^  up  into  the  cab  and  gave  the  driver 
the  number  of  Penfield's  uptown  honse,  "and  not 
only  that  —  he's  a  friend  o'  mine  who's  worth  just 
a  little  over  a  quarter  of  a  miUion  to  mel" 
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ft  was  slowly,  almost  reluctantly,  that  Durkin 
returned  to  full  and  clear-thoughted  consciousness. 
Even  before  he  had  opened  his  eyes  he  realized  that 
he  was  in  a  hurrying  carriage,  for  he  cooid  fed 
every  sway  and  jolt  of  the  Akily  ciwhioBed  mt. 
He  could  also  hear  the  beat  of  the  falling  rain  on 
the  hood-leather,  and  on  the  glass  of  the  door  be- 
side him,  as  he  lay  back  in  the  damp  odors  of  wet 
and  sodden  upholstery. 

Then  he  half-opened  his  eyes,  slowly,  and  saw 
that  it  was  MadltM  bende 

TIk  discovwy  nether  moved  nor  startled  him; 
he  merely  let  the  heavy  lids  fall  over  his  tired  eyes 
once  more,  and  lay  there,  without  a  movement  or  a 
sign. 

Tatter  by  tatter  he  piec»l  together  the  h^Mry  of 
the  past  few  hmara,  and  at  memory  came  tardify 
back  tc  him  he  knew,  in  a  dim  and  shadowy  way, 
that  he  would  soon  need  every  alertness  of  mind 
and  body  which  he  could  summon  to  his  help.  But 
still  he  waited,  passive  and  unbetraying,  fighting 
against  a  weakness  bom  of  great  pain  and  fat^iue. 
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He  was  keenly  consdotis  of  tiw  cab's  abrupt 

stopping,  of  the  passing  of  money  between  Mac- 
Nutt  and  the  lean  and  dripping  night-hawk  holding 
the  reins,  of  being  half-carried  and  half-dragged,  in 
tlw  great,  bear-like  grasp  of  his  captor,  across  the 
ddewaSe,  to  the  loot  of  a  fligbt  of  brownatone 
steps.  These  steps  were  wide  and  ponderous,  and 
led  up  to  an  equally  wide  and  ponderous-k)dm^ 
doorway  crowned  with  ornamental  figures  of  mar- 
ble on  a  sandstone  background.  These  carven  fig- 
ure wet  and  glistening  in  the  light  of  the  street- 
lamps,  stood  out  incoi^gnKMsly  gkxHny  mid  ghostly, 
like  the  high  relief  on  a  sarcophagus. 

Instead  of  mounting  the  steps,  however,  Mac- 
Nutt  hauled  his  captive  limply  iri  under  their 
diadow,  to  the  basement  door  opening  off  the  stone- 
flagged  area.  There,  after  fmriMing  with  his  keys 
lor  a  imnnent  or  two,  he  quietly  tmkidnd  ^  hmvy 
outer  grating  of  twisted  ironwork  and  then  the  in- 
ner door  of  oak.  Durkin  made  a  mental  note  of 
the  fact  that  both  of  these  ujors  were  in  turn  locked 
after  theoL 

Tim  two  thea  made  tiidr  \/ay  through  the  dark- 
sott  down  what  must  have  been  a  kx^pBW^  hs 

floor  was  padded  with  carpet,  and  some  fugitive  and 
indefinable  odor  seemed  io  suggest  to  the  prison*  jr 
an  atmosphere  of  well-being,  of  a  house  both  care- 
fsSfy  fumi^Kd  and  scruitttlously  managed. 
MacNtm  softly  opened  a  dow  on  the  right,  and. 
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after  listening  for  a  cautious  moment  or  two,  as 
softly  eritered  the  room  into  which  this  door Jgd^ 
And  still  again  a  key  wai  turned  tad  wMidwwii 
from  the  lock.  '      ,   ,  , 

Even  with  hU  eyes  ctosed  Dnrkm.  as  he  lay  there 
husbanding  his  strength,  was  conscious  of  the  sud- 
den light  that  flooded  the  room.  Covertly^ir 
that  eye  which  remained  in  the  heavy  j 
rating  the  lashes  by  Uttte  owre  tiiin  Ae  of 
a  bur,  he  cmM  nwke  oel  a  large  room,  upholstered 
and  carpeted  in  preen,  with  green-shaded  electroliers 
above  two  billiard  tables  that  stood  ghastly  and  bicr- 
like  beneath  their  blanketing  covers  of  white  cotton. 
Against  the  walls  stood  massive,  elephantine  ch* 
chairs  of  gi-een  fumed  oak,  and  k  was  into  cme  of 
these  that  MacNutt  had  dropped  the  inert  and  un- 
responding  Durkin.   At  the  far  end  of  the  room 
the  stealthy  observer  could  make  out  what  was  a^ 
suredly  the  entrance  to  an  electric  ^^«tor.^^  M 
fact,  as  he  looked  closer  he  could  see  the  two  moaier- 
of-pearl  buttoM  wWdi  coittK^  the  apparatus ;  for 
it  was  plain  that  this  ^vto  was  one  of  those  au- 
tomatic lifts  not  uncommon  in  city  residences  of  the 
more  palatial  order. 

Then,  as  he  quietly  but  busily  specida^  oo  the 
significance  of  this  discovery,  Durkin  suddenly 
ot  a  tr^le  crescent  carved  on  the  arm 
of  the  chair  against  which  he  leaned.   And  as  he 
made  oat  that  familiar  device  he  knew  that  he 
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wtt  kt  l^ttfldhf •  uptown  house  once  used  as  his 
residence  and  kter  as  his  private  dubfoooa. 
At  this  discovery  his  akrt  hut  well-veikd  ghraee 

went  back  to  MacNutt.  He  saw  his  captor  fling 
off  his  wet  and  draggled  raincoat  and  then  shake 
the  water  from  a  dripping  hat-brim.  This  he 
•eeiMd  to  do  wkiieQl  hMte  and  witiioat  emotion. 

Durkin  next  saw  his  amay  gut  about  tiie  tx^drt 
circle  of  the  room  scrutinizingly,  the  subdolous 
green  eyes  coming  to  a  rest  cmty  when  Vaey  leU 
on  his  own  relaxed  figure. 

**  And  this  a  where  tiie  nnisic  startsl "  muttered 
MacNutt  ak)ud,  as  he  ttiodt  toward  Duridn. 

Even  before  he  had  uttered  that  half-artlcuhte 
little  sentence  his  captive  was  possessed  by  a  sud- 
den conviction  of  approaching  climax.  He  knew, 
S(»newhere  deep  in  the  tangled  roots  of  conscious- 
ness, that  either  he  or  the  other  must  go  down  that 
^  w  4esthMd  to  ute  mi  M  tfw 
other  was  g  '  >  lose,  that  the  ancient  %fat 
was  about  to     -  aled,  and  settled  for  all  time. 

In  that  agonized  and  hurried  and  yet  lucid- 
thoughted  mmming  up  of  ultimate  values  Durkin 
radioed  that  it  would  be  useless  to  resist  what  was 
immediate  b^e  him.  He  was  too  shatei  and 
weak  for  any  crude  battle  of  brute  strength  against 
brute  strength.  With  his  wounded  hand,  which 
even  then  sent  throbbing  spears  of  pain  from  finger- 
tip to  afaouhier,  and  with  Us  bruised  and  weaiy  and 
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stiffened  body,  he  knew  that  any  test  of  strength 
in  the  muscular  and  apc-likc  arms  of  MkN^wm 
<«t  of  the  question.  So  he  lay  brt^  «^  ^ 
resisting,  every  now  and  tlien  emtttaig  ftoni  HI* 
liall-opened  lips  a  little  moan  of  pain. 

But  behind  the  torn  and  battered  ramparts  of 
the  seemingly  comatose  body  his  vigilant  ^md  pa^ 
and  watched  and  kept  keenly  awake.   As  he 
the  great  hands  pad  and  feel  dwot  to  bo^,  and 
tiK  teaidmig  fingers  go  through  his  ctothes,  pocket 
after  pocket,  some  sentinel  intelligence  seemed  to 
watch  and  bum  and  glow  like  a  coal  deep  withm 
the  ashes  of  all  his  outer  fatigue.    He  waited  quies- 
cent, as  he  felt  the  heated,  animal-like  breath  on 
his  face,  as  Ae  rutWesriy  exploring  hands  tore  open 

his  vert,  as  they  ripped  away  the  inner  pocket  which 
had  been  so  carefully  sewn  together  at  the  top,  as 
they  drew  out  the  tied  and  carefully  sealed  packet 
of  papers  for  which  he  had  been  searching. 

More  than  once  Durkin  thought  that  if  ever 
Oiose  docttments,  for  which  he  ted  endured  and 
suffered  and  lost  so  much,  were  again  wrested  from 
him,  it  would  be  only  after  some  moment  of  tran- 
scendent conflict,  after  some  momentous  battle  of 
life's  forlornest  last  reserves.  Yet  now» 
sively  and  ignominiously,  he  was  surrendering  them 
to  the  conqueror,  st^nely,  meanly,  without  even 
the  solace  of  some  supreme  if  vain  resistance!  He 
Ustcsed  to  MacNtttt's  gloating  little  "Ahl"  of 
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triutn^  w^CMl  ft  or  luuiiiueM.  Bb^  cm 
inen,  in  tail  inomcHt  ot  wstBOUtg  lfUwniaoB»  UW^ 
kin's  subterranean  yet  terriUe  portinackHMnen,  his 

unparaded  bull-dog  indefatigability,  glowed  and 
burned  at  its  brightest  They  were  not  yet  in  their 
last  ditch. 

"  Thi^t  out  put  df  itt "  imrtlgfiBd  IfocNtrtty  m 
he  itowcd  away  the  packet  and  rdbdttoned  his  coat 

It  was  a  shadowed  and  lupine  eye  which  Durkin 
cautiously  opened  as  he  felt  more  than  heard  Mac- 
Nutt's  quick  footsteps  on  the  carpeted  floor.  Cov- 
er^, and  withoitt  moviag,  he  mw  the  other  man 
waft  to  Aa  alevaioCf  nw  die  pby  of  hUi  fiimcf  on 
the  mother-of-pearl  button,  saw  the  automatic  door 
noiseless  slide  away,  and  the  descended  and  waiting 
cage  locked  on  a  level  with  the  floor.  He  saw 
MacNutt  step  inside,  and  the  finger  again  play  on 
one  of  a  row  of  five  pearl  bimoiis  set  in  tiw  pd- 
ished  wood  of  the  ie^p^oM,  l»d^d«^or  noiie- 
lessly  ascend. 

The  moment  it  went  up  Durkin  was  on  his  feet. 

He  first  ran  to  the  two  doors  at  the  opposite  end 
of  the  biniard-rooin.  Th^r  were  both  securely 
lodced;  and  ti»y  were  his  only  meuis  of 
Then  he  hurriedly  circled  the  two  huge  tables,  in 
search  of  some  implement  of  defense.  But  the  dt- 
nuded  room  offered  nothing. 

Then  he  dashed  to  the  eleva'^r  shaft  As  he 
had  snrmised,  &  was  an  aitiomatic  dectric  lift, 
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operating  from  tilt  cdfaur  tidoir  to  tl»  top  of  ^ 
bome.  Tht  cafe,  ao  far  as  he  could  mak*  onl, 
now  ftood  opposite  the  third  floor.  The  control- 
ling apparatus,  the  motor  into  which  the  power 
wires  led,  was,  of  course,  in  the  cellar  beneath  hina. 
It  would  be  easy  enough  to  twist  one  of  the  bSIii^ 
tabk  coven  into  t  fopt,  and  drop  down  to  ^  ihftft- 
bottom,  twelve  feet  bdow.  There  he  could  tie  a 
bit  of  string  to  the  emei^cy  switch,  watch  the 
first  movement  of  the  descending  cage,  and  shut 
off  the  current  at  the  right  moment  That  would 
mean  that  the  descending  cage,  robbed  of  Hi  power, 
woidd  hang  «  dead  In  to  ated  duumd,  the 
safety  brake  would  automatically  apply  itself,  and 
anybody  within  the  cage  would  remain  locked  and 
imprisoned  there,  halfway  between  floors,  helpless 
to  descend  or  ascend,  hemmed  in  by  the  four  blank 
walls  of  tte  shift 

He  dedded  not  even  to  watte  time  on  twisting  up 
a  table-cover.  He  would  hang  by  his  right  hand, 
and  drop  to  the  bottom.  But  a  sudden  glint  and 
flutter  of  light  reminded  him  of  his  danger.  The 
cage  was  descending. 

It  was  only  a  matter  of  Heonis  htton  MMNtitt 
gttpped  (mce  more  from  the  cage  into  the  billiard- 
room,  yet  as  he  did  so  he  saw  nothing  but  the  still 
limp  and  relaxed  form  of  Durkin,  huddled  back  in 
his  huge  chair,  emitting  from  between  his  half- 
parted  lips  an  occasional  weak  groan  of  pain. 
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A  ^MOag  nd  ktU-dimoiiiMal  dwdde  Mt 
from  the  newcomer's  lips.  In  one  hand  he  carried 

a  decanter  of  brandy,  in  the  other  a  seltzer  siphon. 

Durkin  could  hear  the  gurgle  and  ripple  of  the 

liquid  into  the  glass;  a  moment  later  he  knew  that 

IfiKNtm  was  bending  over  liitii. 
"  Here,  you,  wake  up  out  o'  tim\ "  fat  nid^  wUk 

ttill  another  chuckle  of  ominous  glee. 
He  shook  the  relaxed  figure  roughly, 
"Get  awake,  there!   This  is  too  iiood  —  this  is 

tem^iiag  yoo  can't  afford  to  miss,  you  damned 

wekherl** 

He  poured  the  scalding  Uqnor  4oma  the  ote*t 

throat.   Some  of  it  spilled  and  ran  into  tlie  hoQeir 

of  his  neck;  some  of  it  dribbled  on  his  limp  collar 
and  his  coat  lapels.   But  Durkin  iook  what  he 

eeidd,radwat  jM<^it  The  pain  of  his  wounded 
arm  was  very  act^ 

"Kind  o'  recalls  our  first  meetin',  eh?"  de- 
manded MacNutt,  as  he  watched  the  other  slowly 
open  his  wondering  eyes.  "  Kind  o'  remind  you 
of  tile  day  I  loosened  you  up  with  brandy  ^  'd 
•itoer,  lirt  first  tane  I  had  to  dug  and  coax  y\M 
into  this  dirty  budneM?" 

And  again  his  editor  bniglied,  wkltedly,  nMi- 
kssly. 

"Goon,  take  some  morel  I'm  goin' to  give  you 
tno^  to  light  you  aU  to  glory  I "  he  gloated.  And 
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stffl  he  pcwred  the  Bqtior  down  tfie  wiferfalNr^«^ 
throat 

He  dragged  the  other  to  his  feet. 
"  Come  on  now,  quick!  There's  a  littie  scene 
waitin'  for  you  upstairs  —  something  th^H  kind 
o'  soothe  and  console  yon  for  gettin'  so  done  upl " 
They  were  in  the  elevator  by  this  time,  mounting 
noiselessly  upward.  Durkin  could  feel  the  fire  of 
the  brandy  soar  up  to  his  brain  and  sing  through 
his  veins.  MacNutt  supported  him  as  they  stepped 
from  the  elevator  cage  into  a  MixmA  nam. 
tiK  &r  side  of  ^  room,  from  between  two  heavy 
porti^  a  ga^  of  cut  Ae  othCTwiit  Oft- 
broken  gloom. 

A  sound  of  voices  floated  out  to  them  and  Mac- 
Nutt tightened  his  grip  on  the  oth»'s  arm,  as 
they  stood  and  iMtened.  lor  k  w»  Ffineei  paOasi 
and  Keenan  talking  together,  hurriedly,  impetn- 
oiisly,  earnestly. 

"  But  does  it  make  any  difference  what  I  have 
been,  or  who  I  am?"  the  woman's  voice  was  ask- 
ing.' "I  did  my  part;  I  did  my  work  lor  you. 
Now  you  ought  to  give  me  a  duncel  ** 

Still  holding  the  other  back,  MacNutt  circled  side- 
wise,  until  they  came  into  the  line  of  vision  with 
the  unsuspecting  pair  in  the  other  room.  Keenan, 
they  could  see,  held  one  heavy  hand  on  the  woman's 
shoulder,  intimately;  and  she,  m  turn,  kxdced 
into  h»  fBG^  in  an  at^tnde  at  open  and  nilkMte. 
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"You  know,  now,  what  /  have  known  before 
you ! "  whispered  MacNutt,  into  the  ear  of  the  tw- 
tured  Durkin. 

"You  lie!"  murmured  Durkin's  Hps,  but  no 
somid  cuBOt  item  ^lon^  for  Ids  itaring  eyes  were 
still  on  the  scene  before  him. 

"Listen  then,  you  fool!"  was  all  his  tempter 
whispered  back.  And  they  stood  together,  listeo* 
ing. 

"  But  I  am  giving  you  a  diance/'  Keemm  next 
replied,  wad  his  long,  mOmMy  Cdtic  lioe  was 
white  and  colorless  with  emotion.  "I'm  giving 
you  the  only  chance  that  life  holds  for  both  of  usi " 

"  I  know  it!  "  said  the  woman. 

Keenan's  arms  went  out  to  her,  and  she  did  not 
draw  back  Ii»tead,  ^  read»d  up  her  own  sem* 
ii^ly  wearied  and  surroKterti^  arras,  wttiKmt  a 
word,  and  held  him  there  in  her  obliterating  em- 
brace. He  swayed  a  little,  where  he  ^tood,  aad 
for  a  moment  neither  moved  nor  spoke. 

MacNutt,  narrowly  watehing  the  shadowy  face 
of  Di^cu^  saw  ^ctured  c«  pallid  uid  changing 
countenance  fear  and  revolt,  oat  moBoaa^uy  tmdi 
of  despairing  doubt,  and  then  a  mountii^  and  all- 
consuming  passion  of  blind  rage. 

In  that  drunken  rage  seemed  to  culminate  all  his 
misgivings,  his  suspicions,  his  apparent  betrayals 
of  the  past  He  treraliietf  and  sliook  Vkt  a  tma 
»  the  fiqgns  of  his  t^faM  hand 
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opened  and  doied  spasmodkalfy;  lus  flaccid  tips  fdl 
i^art,  vacuously,  insanely. 

"  I'll  kill  her! "  he  ejaculated  under  his  breath. 

MacNutt  knew  that  his  moment  had  come. 
Without  a  spoken  word  he  caught  his  revdver  up 
from  his  coat  pocket  Then  he  thrust  it,  craftily, 
into  the  other  man's  haiML 

The  insane  fiiigers  dosed  on  the  handle  of  it,  the 
glaring  and  expressionless  eye  peered  along  the 
steadying  barrel.  MacNutt  held  his  breath,  and 
waited.  It  must  be  soon,  ht  knew,  before  tte  aao» 
moA  of  madiwss  had  burnt  itself  out 

The  woman  tinder  ^  white  light  of  tiie  dectro- 
lier  drew  back  from  Keenan,  with  her  eyes  still  on 
his  face,  so  that  her  head  and  shoulders  stood  out, 
a  target  of  black  against  the  white  fore-ground. 
Then  she  drew  one  hand  quickly  acro»  her  fore- 
head,  and,  wheding  dowly,  let  her  puzzled  glance 
nreep  ^  «^re  ctrde  of  Uie  room,  until  once  more 
her  eyes  rested  upon  the  expectant  eyes  of  Keenan. 

Durkin,  through  all  his  rage,  shut  his  teeth  on 
a  sudden  sob.   It  was  all  over.   It  was  the  end. 

A  change  mddenly  swept  acroes  tbe  wosnm't 
face,  a  light  of  exaltation  kaped  into  her  dilated 
pupils,  and  her  hand  went  up  to  her  heart. 

Was  it  some  small  sound  or  movement  that  she 
had  heard,  or  was  it  some  minute  vibration  of 
floor  that  she  had  felt? 
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the  heavy  silence,  m  a  tense  and  h^  aopraiio,  wiA 

a  voice  not  like  her  own. 

"Jim,  where  are  you?"  she  called  passionately, 
as  she  beat  Kcenan  impotently  back  with  her  naked 
^ds.  "Help  me,  quidcl  Can't  you  see  I  need 
you?  Can't  yoo  see  this  is  kiUing  mef 

Keenan  fell  back  before  her,  aghast. 

"  You  fool,  you  weak  fool! "  she  shrieked  at  him 
madly.  "Do  you  think  I  meant  that?  Do  you 
dream  I  could  respect  or  care  for  an  animal  like 
yoel  &>  yoo  knagtee  I  w<M  emiim  the  touch 
of  your  hands,  if  it  wasn't  to  save  me  till  this?  Do 
yon  dream  ?" 

She  stopped  suddenly,  for  with  one  sweep  of  his 
advancing  arm  Dui  kin  tore  the  heavy  portiere  from 
its  curtain-rings,  and  he  stood  before  them,  in  the 
fitt        1^  of  ^  deetiiea. 
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Dmkin  advanced  into  the  room  quickly,  the  re- 
volver in  his  right  hand.  It  was  a  short-barreled 
bull-dog  gun  of  heavy  caliber,  ugly  and  menacing 
as  it  swung  from  his  out-thrust  wrist,  held  tow, 
with  the  right  elbow  pressed  dose  in  to  his  side. 
In  the  doorway  stood  MacNutt.  His  eyes  were 
tttfiag,  Ws  twdtock  head  thrown  back,  bewildered 
at  the  sudden  change  that  one  sweep  of  an  arm 
had  brought  to  the  scene.  ^ 

As  Durkin  edged  craftily  round,  with  his  hack 
to  the  side  wall,  so  that  his  eye  commanded  the 
nfent  trio  bcfwe  him,  Frank  made  a  movement  to 
draw  away  from  Keenan,  who  stood  grotesquely 
petrified,  his  lean  jaw  fallen,  the  melancholy  Celtic 
face  touched  more  with  wonder  than  with  fear. 

**  Don't  move! "  commanded  her  Im^xairf,  as  he 
saw  the  mcrtion.  "Stay  where  yon  are!" 

She  kxdnd  at  him,  as  bewildered  as  tltt  otiieri. 

"  That  man,  you'll  find,  is  aniie4" 

"You  lie  — you  fool!" 
'That  man,  I  say,  is  armed!" 
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Keenan  laughed,  scoffingly. 
*  Take  his  revolver  from  him  I"  commanded 
Durkin. 

A  fnomentary  he^atkm  hdd  her  back. 

"Take  it,  I  say i  And,  by  God,  if  he  ao  much  as 
moves  a  finger,  I'll  blow  the  top  of  his  head  off!  ** 

The  woman  confronted  Kccnan  ooee  nwrc^  bsA 
he  fell  back  a  step  or  two. 

•*  There's  no  need  of  that,"  he  broke  in  angrily, 
yoo  wast  the  gtm,  in  give  it  to  yoat " 

And  as  he  spdkt  his  arm  swisi^  dtmn  and  ba^ 
to  his  hip  pocket. 

"Stop  that  I "  cried  Durkin  sharply,  as  he  saw 
the  movement  "Keep  those  hands  up,  or,  by 
heaven.  III  let  you  have  it! " 

arm,  by  ^  time,  was  tense  md  r^y  out- 
stretched, and  his  steady  pistol-barrel  pointed  fvat 
between  the  other  man's  ludicrously  blinking  eyes. 
In  the  silence  that  followed  the  woman  reached 
back,  and  without  further  hesitation  drew  the  re- 
volver from  the  motionless  man's  pocket 

It  was  a  formidable,  loag'^mnM  **  Cdt,"  which, 
with  one  sharp  motion  of  the  fingers,  she  promptly 
unlimbered,  exposing  the  breech.  In  each  qrlinder 
chamber,  she  saw,  lay  a  loaded  cartridge.  Once 
assitred  of  this,  she  snapped  shut  the  breech  and 
balanced  the  gun  in  the  purposeful  embrace  of  her 
fingers. 

"  Now  what?  "  she  asked,  w^  her  teraoi 
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to  ber  husband.  Bat  Ae  tritaiqA  wddenly  dkd  out 

of  her  face.  , 

She  was  only  in  time  to  hear  Durkin  s  sharp  cry 
of  anger,  and  to  see  his  quick  spring  through  tiie 
wide  door-way,  as  the  guard-door  of  the  levator 
doMd  and  the  cage  shot  up  into  space. 

«  We've  miMed  him! "  he  gasped,  with  a  cry  of 
rage,  as  he  ran  to  the  door  through  which  Mac- 
Nutt,  in  that  moment  of  excitement,  had  dwap- 

peared.  _ 
Frank  kept  her  eye*  on  Keeiwi.   She,  too,  be- 
gan to  feel  the  sense  of  some  vast  finality  m  thenr 
moves  and  actions  that  night. 

Keenan  laughed.    It  was  a  dry  and  joyless  laugh, 
but  it  was  discouraging.  .  .  tv 

"What's  on  the  fkm  above?"  demanded  Dur- 
kin, wbedhig  on  him.  ^  ^  t, 

**  The  floor  above,"  slowly  responded  the  other, 
**is  Richard  Penfield's  private  offices,  where  his 
safe  is,  and  where  your  friend,  no  doubt,  is  now 
depositing  his  valuables,  behLd  a  burglar-proof 

time-lodc!"  . 
«Oh,thi^sft,i»ft!**GriedDoilaii.  Heturafld 

to  the  woman  sharply. 

"  Frank,  quick !   Leave  Keenan  to  me ! " 

"  Yes! "  she  answered,  with  coerced  attention. 

"  MacNutt  must  not  get  out  of  tiris  hoaiel  We 
must  stop  him  before  he  gets  down  this  shaft.  You 
go  down  by  *c  st^  quick,  te  ^  kwwt  baie- 
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ment.  You'll  find  the  motor  operating  the  eleva- 
tor. What  you  must  do  is  to  get  to  the  switch,  and 
Ant  of  the  power  before  this  car  can  get  past  us! 
Quickl" 

He  still  faced  Keeaan,  but  his  e^  folkmed  her 

to  the  door. 

"  If  he  does  come,  kill  him ;  shoot  him  down,  I 
■ay,  like  a  dog  —  or  he'll  kill  you! " 

He  coald  hear,  through  those  dtent  hallways,  the 
muffled  rustling  of  her  skirts  and  the  sound  of  her 
flying  feet  on  the  waxed  and  polished  wood.  Then 
the  silence  suddenly  became  oppressive. 

It  was  the  unseen  foe  that  he  was  afraid  of,  the 
lUMiiaoemed  force  that  he  feared.  His  uneasy  and 
alert  niind  strttggled  to  grasp  the  problem  of  how 
and  where  MacNutt  would  strike,  if  strike  he  did, 
out  of  tte  darkmn  of  tint  ^ent  mi  deserted 
house. 

Durkin  decided  that  above  all  things  he  must  ren- 
der impossible  the  descent  of  the  elevator  cage. 
But  for  a  mnaeot  ht  tiitnk  of  ao  bar  tint 
might  be  flung  across  the  path  of  that  complex  and 
almost  irresistible  machinery,  once  awakened  into 
its  full  power.  Then  the  solution  of  the  riddle 
ome  to  hnn. 

Still  menaciiv  the  silent  Keenan  h»  re- 
volver, he  flung  over,  with  oat  ^tiek  and  leddess 
push  of  his  foot,  the  heavy  vcahogaxxy  table  that 
stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room. 
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Then  he  turned  to  Keenan. 

"Push  that  table  out  into  the  elevator  shaft!" 
he  ordered.  The  other  man  did  not  move.  And 
time  was  precious;  every  second  was  precious  I  ^ 

uunctn  repeatea  nn  comnaixi* 

" Furniture-nioving  is  not  my  vocaticml''  an-' 
swered  Keenan,  folding  his  arms. 

As  Durkin  sprang  forward,  there  was  no  mis- 
taking his  meaning. 

"  im  count  ten,"  he  said,  white-lipped.  ''Unkst 
the  taMe  goes  ot^  you  go  outt "  And  he  begui 
counting,  silently,  numeral  by  numeral. 

"  Well,  if  you  insist!  "  said  Keenan,  with  a  shrug. 

Even  as  Keenan,  at  the  menace  of  his  reiterated 
ccMiunand  to  hurry,  Utatw  opm  the  guard  door, 
Dttridn  was  wondering,  in  his  feverish  activity  of 
mind,  just  how  soon  MacNutt's  next  move  would 
come,  and  just  how  and  where  he  would  strike. 

The  answer  to  that  question  came  more  quickly 
than  he  had  expected.  And  it  came  grirn.^- .  and  in 
a  naiBiar  most  talodktd  hr. 

For  even  as  the  rehictant  Keenan  stooped  over 
the  heavy  table,  not  ten  feet  from  the  shaft,  the 
elevator  care  descended.  It  flashed  by  the  open 
door  without  stopping  on  its  hurried  course.  But 
as  it  winged  past  that  square  of  open  light  a  re- 
vdver  that  rang  out  and  reechoed  throq^  fint 
room. 

Dnddn,  peering  across  the  curling  aaoks,  saw 
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Keenan  pitch  forward  on  his  hands,  struggle  and 
thrash  to  his  feet  once  more,  like  a  wounded  rabbit. 
Then  he  fell  again,  prcne  on  his  face,  close  beside 
the  shaft  door.   There  he  lay,  breathing  in  little 

Dttrkin,  with  little  beads  of  sweat  on  his  pallid 
face,  realized  what  it  meant.  That  flying  shot  had 
been  intended  for  him.  MacNutt,  in  that  desperate 
and  hurried  and  unreasoning  last  chance,  had  deliv- 
ered his  Mow,  but  had  been  mistaken  in  his  man! 

This  knowledge  flashed  throngii  mk»A 
the  rapidity  of  a  kinetoscope  plate,  and  a  moment 
later  was  obliterated  by  still  another  hurrying  im- 
pression. For,  through  the  deserted  house  rang 
two  short  and  terrified  screams,  high-pitched  and 
I^rdng.  ThQT  were  a  woman's  wcnsaxa,  ami  he 
knew  they  could  come  from  no  one  but  Frank. 

He  turned  and  hurled  himself  down  the  stairway, 
without  even  waiting  to  recover  the  revolver  that 
had  fallen  a  minute  before  from  his  startled  fingers. 
He  mm  eomaom  cmly  of  flinging  the  weight  of 
his  sliding  body  cm  the  flume-like  surface  of  the 
smooth  balustrade,  with  his  feet  clattering  on  the 
polished  steps  as  he  went.  He  turned  and  dashed 
on  to  the  head  of  the  next  stairway,  and  in  the  same 
manner  flung  himself  to  the  floor  beneath,  and  then 
to  the  next,  and  the  next,  va^  fat  was  in  the  gloom 
of  the  basement  itself. 

&«8thlm  and  panting,  he  freped  1m  way 
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through  the  darkness,  to  where  a  glimmer  of  light 
came  from  what  he  hurriedly  Uxk  to  be  the  en- 
gine-room. 

There,  at  be  darted  tf»oiigh  tiit  narrow  door^ 
way,  into  the  dfde  of  d&n  Ughl  Iram  the  one  tinted 
globe  in  the  lowered  devator  cage,  a  strange  sight 
met  hib  eyes.  It  shocked  and  flung  him  into  a 
ac&md  or  two  of  blank  indecision,  of  volitionless 
and  thoughtless  inactiv^.  For  one  moamA  of 
oorfnom  eahn  it  mete  ad  lidd  Mm  Mire 
the  sudden  blind,  qrckniic  rvak  oi  brab  and  bo^ 
which  the  vision  gave  rise  to. 

For  at  the  door  of  the  open  cage  MacNutt  and 
Frank  fought  and  struggled  and  panted  tc^ether. 
The  man  was  inside,  <m  the  bottmn  of  the  cage,  the 
woman  was  outside  it  Her  ht^Hed  but  rtill  re* 
sisting  body  was  lock^  and  jannned  halfway  across 
the  narrow  door.  One  of  her  opponent's  great, 
ape-like  strangling  arms  was  about  her  neck.  But 
^  lingers  at  the  end  of  it  were  caught  between 
throng  white  camivorcms  teeth;  and  they  be- 
came stained  with  blood  as,  in  her  frenzy,  she 
fought  and  bit  and  struggled,  with  the  blind  fury 
of  some  final  despair.  Her  revolver  she  had  been 
unable  to  use ;  it  lay  out  of  her  reach,  behind  them 
on  the       of  ^ 

MacNutt,  as  he  stnused  and  t(»re  at  ber  re»stii^ 
body,  was  fighting  and  edging  his  way  with  her 
back  into  the  cage,  to  where  that  waiUng  revcdver 
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Uy.  He  Mnnelf  was  almdy  well  within  the  nar- 
row opening,  sprawled  out  red  and  disheveled  and 
Titanesque  on  the  cage  floor.  But  she  was  resist- 
ing him,  inch  by  inch,  fighting  desperately,  like  a 
eornered  cat,  for  h»  very  lile,  yet  knowing  there 
eould  be  v  y  one  end  to  that  uneven  oooflict 

Durkin,  after  one  comprehending  glance,  followed 
his  first  animal  impulse  of  offense,  and  descended 
on  MacNutt,  beating  at  the  prone,  bull-like  head, 
wiift  Ht  ^ffet-oolcMred  bdd  spot,  across  which  ran 
one  Uvid  icratoh.  He  pounded  on  tiie  dnMered 
fingpr?  of  the  gorilla-like  hand,  crushing  and  bruis- 
ing them  against  the  gilded  iron  grill-work,  through 
which  was  interwoven  the  Penfield  triple  crescent. 

The  clutching  arms  relaxed,  but  only  for  a  mo- 
mm,  that  taoment,  however,  Dtttkni  kad 
stooped  and  with  the  caie  hand  that  remahwd  with 
him  to  use,  struggled  to  tear  Frank  away  from  the 
deadly  clutch.  This  he  would  surely  have  done  had 
not  MacNutt  seen  his  chance,  and  with  his  free 
hand  suddenly  caught  at  the  wounded  wrist  that 
hi^  ftateed  mi  ^ap  at  toaaf^  ddfe  That 
sudoen,  savage  torture  of  the  lacerated  flesh  was 
more  th  m  the  weak  and  exhausted  body  of  Durkin 
could  endure.  He  emitted  one  little  involuntary 
cry;  then  every  protesting  nerve  and  sinew  capitu- 
lated, a  white  light  seemed  to  flash  and  bum  at  the 
base  of  his  very  brain,  and  then  go  out  Ht  IsB 
fainting  m  the  hanl  naple  floor. 
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a  nxHnent  or  two,  like  a  defeated  prize- 
fighter, he  panted  and  struggled,  ludicrously  yet 
pathetically,  to  rise  to  his  feet,  but  the  effort  was 

futile. 

It  was  as  he  found  himself  ebbing  down  through 
scMne  soft  and  feathoy  oni^iness  that  he  seemed 
to  hear  a  pitiful  and  imploring  voice  call  thinly  out, 
"Mack!"  Still  fainter  he  seemed  to  hear  it, 
"Mack!  Come  up!  I'm  dying!"  He  remem- 
bered, lazily,  that  it  sounded  like  the  distant  voice 
of  Keenan  —  but  where  was  Keenan? 

Hioi  he  seemed  to  hear  the  purr  ai^  murmur 
of  distant  machinery,  followed  by  r  gentle  puff  of 
sound  and  what  he  hazily  dreamed  was  the  smell  of 
powder  smoke.    Then  he  remembered  no  more. 

Just  how  or  at  what  juncture  he  Uat  (xmadotts- 
iM^  he  eouM  never  dearfy  ranea^.  But  his  finrt 
tangible  impression  was  the  knowledge  that  his 
wife  was  once  more  pouring  brandy  down  his  throat 
and  imploring  him  to  hurry.  Then  the  sound  of 
muffled  blows  echoed  from  above. 

"  Quick,  Jim,  oh,  quidc,  or  it  wiH  be  too  late. 
No,  iKJt  that  way.  We  can't  go  by  the  ircasA  — 
that's  cut  off.  By  the  bade  —  this  way  —  I've  got 
everything  open !  " 

"But  what's  the  noise?"  asked  Durkin  weakly. 

"  That's  the  police,  with  a  fireman's  axe,  breaking 
to  tibe  it(M  door.   But,  set,  W*  snot  too  li^! 
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Time  slq»  take  us  up  to  the  bade  court,  and  tiiis 
iron  gate  opens  on  a  lane  that  runs  from  the  supply 
department  of  the  hotel  there,  right  through  to  the 
open  street ! " 

He  shambled  after  her,  white  and  tottering. 

"  Quick,  Jim,  quick  I  **  she  reiterated,  as  she  sup- 
ported him  through  the  low  gate,  and  kept  her  arm 
in  his  as  they  passed  down  the  dark  lane,  with  its 
homely  smells  of  early  cookery  and  baking  bread. 
Only  one  passion  possessed  them  —  the  blind  and 
penastent  and  umvasoning  passion  for  escape,  for 
freedom. 

"  But  MacNutt  —  where's  MacNutt?  "  demanded 
Durkin,  coming  to  a  stop. 

"  No  —  no  —  quick !  "  gasped  Frank,  tugging  at 
his  arm. 

"  I  tdl  you  Fve  got  to  have  it  out  with  that 
man! "  protested  the  pitiably  dazed  hut  do^^  com- 
batant at  her  side. 

"You  can't,  Jim!" 

"But  I've  got  to!" 

"  You  can't  —  you  can't,"  she  moaned,  "  for  he's 

A  mddo!  ndeomi^  fear  cnpt  throiq^h  his 
bones,  seeming  to  leave  them  fluid,  like  wax. 

"  You  —  you  did  it  ?  "  he  asked  unsteadily.  The 
face  he  gazed  into  looked  aged  and  worn  and  pallid 
in  tte  dim  half-light  of  the  breaking  morning.  A 
sudden  great  her  ttm  ftt  Ms  heart 
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"No,"  she  cried  fiercely.  "No  — not  me!" 
But  she  was  still  tugging  insanely  at  his  obdurate 
arm.  "  I  tell  you,  Jim,  you  nttti^  hurry,  or  it  wiH 
be  too  late!'' 

"  Thank  God  ! "  he  gsapedt  scarcely  hearing  her 
{headings. 

They  were  skirting  three  early  delivery-wagons, 
waiting  to  unload  at  the  supply  door  of  tl»  hotel. 
A  boy  passing  in  tl»  street  beycmd  was  idm&y 
whistling  "  Tammany." 

"  Tell  me  —  now !  "  demanded  Durkin. 

"  When  you  fainted  MacNutt  reached  back  for 
the  revolver.  He  would  have  shot  you,  ,  only 
Keenan  called  for  him.  He  cried  down  the  shaft 
tint  he  wt&  dyhi^.  He — he  mxat  have  paAnei 
the  button  as  he  fell.  MacNutt  was  still  on  the 
floor  of  the  cage,  leaning  out  to  take  aim  at  us. 
Then  the  steel  of  the  shaft-door  and  the  steel  of  the 
elevator  cage  as  it  went  up  came  to  —  oh  —  I  caH*t 
tell  you  now  I " 

Duridn  came  to  s  rtop,  swaying  against  her. 

"  You  mean  the  cage  worked  automatically,  that 
it  went  up,  with  MacNutt  still  leaning  out  ?  " 

"Yes!"  gasped  the  woman  brokenly;  and  Dur- 
kin felt  the  shiver  of  tiK  tortttrwl  body  m  whkh  he 
^ned. 

He  was  silent  as  they  swung  into  the  opea  street 
His  exhausted  and  uncoordinating  brain  was  idly 
Imsy  with  some  vague  impression  of  the  poignant 
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irony  of  that  end,  of  how  that  tmeomprdiendmg  yet 
hidtictable  power  with  wliicfa  this  man  had  toyed 
and  played  and  sinned  had,  at  the  ultimate  UKunent, 
established  its  authority  and  exacted  its  right. 

He  pulled  himself  up  with  a  fluttering  gasp,  weak, 
sick,  overcome,  and  was  wordlessly  grateful  for  tlie 
stotatnii^  arm  at  his  side. 

For,  once  in  the  open,  they  w«e  walking  east- 
ward, without  a  sense,  nxmiaiteuily,  of  eiti»r  di- 
rection or  destination. 

Above  the  valley  of  the  mist-hung  street  a  thin 
and  yellow  light  showed  wimre  morning  was  wot- 
tog  on,  tardily,  thiddy.  Tht  boy  wtodmg  "  Tam- 
many "  passed  out  of  hearing. 

"Thank  God!  oh,  thank  God!"  Frank  suddenly 
sobbed  out,  tossed  and  exalted  on  a  wave  of  blind 
gratitude. 

**  God?  "  moaned  the  defeated  and  mihappy  man 
U  fm  sik,  dn^iging  famfti%  on  with  his  bruised 
and  bitter  body.  "  What  has  God  to  do  with  all 
this  —  or  with  us?  " 

She  could  not  answer.  She  saw  only  a  wide  and 
gloomy  vista  of  tangled  crime  and  offense,  stretdi- 
tng  back  into  the  pa^  as  the  tumbled  and  h^kd 
waves  of  a  sea  run  out  to  its  crowding  dcylme. 
But  it  was  the  sea  that  had  delivered  them. 

Broken,  frustrated  and  defeated,  hunted  and 
homeless,  without  consolation  for  her  Yesterday  or 
respect  for  her  Today,  she  lodced  tq>  at  tl»  ^wly 
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wakening  morning  with  a  feeling  that  seemed  to 
faae  aai  Weod  knto  the  fiereert  of  joy. 

Then  tl»  nxMnentary  exaltaticm  died  out  o2  her 
woiry  body.  They  had  life  —  but  life  was  not 
enough!  A  sense  of  something  within  her  falling 
and  crumbling  away,  a  silence  of  dark  questioning 
and  indecision,  took  possession  of  her. 

THm  ont  of  her  misefy  eried  stiO  again,  pts- 
sionately,  persistently,  as  she  clutched  and  clung  to 
him,  her  mate  for  whom  and  with  him  she  was  once 
destined  to  be  a  wanderer  over  the  face  of  the 
earth: 

'"There  must  be  a  God!  I  tell  you,  there  mtH 
be  a  God.  He  has  kt  Its         I " 

The  man  looked  at  her,  questioningly. 

"  Don't  you  understand?  This  is  die  last?  " 

"The  last?" 

"Yes  —  yes,  the  last!  You  said  it  would  be 
mver  again,  if  oact  you  escaped  frmn  this! " 

He  had  forgotten.  But  the  womm  «t  his  iMk, 
lM>lding  him  up,  had  remembered. 

"Craiel"  she  said.   And  they  wait  on  again. 


CHAPTER  XXX 

ONE  YEAR  LATER  —  AK  EPILOGOB- 

FnOKes  waited  for  her  husband,  walking  slowly 
up  and  down  under  the  row  of  pallid  city  maples. 
She  preferred  the  open  light  of  the  Square  to  the 
gloom  of  the  street  that  cot  ISce  a  canyon  between 
the  towoing  office-buikitngs  on  either  side  of  it. 
There  was  a  touch  of  autumn  in  the  air,  and  a  black 
frost  of  the  night  before  had  left  the  sidewalks  car- 
peted with  the  mottled  roans  and  yellows  and  russets 
of  the  fallen  leaves. 

Sumn»r  was  over  and  gone.  And  all  life,  in 
some  way,  seemed  to  have  aged  with  the  ageing  of 
the  year.  Tterc  was  something  mournful,  to  the 
ears  of  the  waiting  woman,  in  the  very  rustle  of 
the  dry  leaves  under  her  feet,  as  she  paced  the 
Square.  The  sight  of  tiie  half-stripped  tree- 
braiKhes,  here  and  OH-  e,  depressed  her  idle  mind 
with  the  tlratigfat  of  skeletons.  The  smell  of  the 
dying  leaves  made  her  heart  heavy.  They  seemed 
to  be  whispering  of  Death,  crying  out  to  her  at 
the  mutability  of  all  things  that  lived  and  fareatbed. 
And  she  had  so  wanted  always  to  live  and  exult  in 
living;  she  had  so  tr«id>led  at  the  thot^ht  of  tiwie 


9 


PHANTOM  WIRES 


creeping  changes  and  the  insidious  passing  away 
of  youth  and  all  it  nwant  to  hert  "  I  hate  attttinm, 
most  awfully/'  she  had  cemfesMd  to  hear  haaband 
that  morning,  dolefully. 

She  went  on,  passing  from  under  the  shadow 
of  the  trees,  grateful  for  the  reassuring  thin  sun- 
shine of  the  late  aftenKx»i»  duit  totnhed  the  roofs 
and  the  tree-tops  with  gilt,  and  t»thed  the  taon 
towering  office-buildings  in  a  brazen  glory  of  light, 
and  left  the  street-dust  swimming  in  a  vapor  of 
pale  gold.  The  city  noises  seemed  muffled  and 
quiescent.  A  sense  of  fulfillment,  of  pensive  ma- 
tiirity»  oi  tranquillity  after  tcnmitt,  lay  ovet  even 
the  urban  world  before  her.  She  scarcely  knew 
why  or  how  it  was,  but  it  left  her  melandraly, 
lonely,  homesick  for  things  she  could  not  name. 

The  waiting  woman  looked  up,  and  saw  her  hus- 
band. Suddenly,  with  one  deep  breath,  all  the  emp- 
tily of  life  was  a  thing,  if  not  of  the  past,  at  l^u^ 
of  the  badcground  of  consciousness. 

He  was  quite  close  to  her  by  this  time,  and  as  she 
stood  there,  v»raiting,  she  swept  him  with  her  quick 
and  searching  gaze.  He  appeared  before  her,  in 
that  fleeting  nKMmirt  of  imperscmal  vision,  strangely 
ohjective,  as  comgktdy  and  acmdy  viatatiz^  as 
though  she  had  looked  upon  him  for  the  first  time. 

Something  in  his  face  wrung  her  heart,  foolishly, 
something  in  the  wordless,  Rembrandt-like  poig- 
naiKy  with  which  it  stood  out,  through  the  cold 
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autumn  sunlight  of  the  late  afternoon,  in  its  mortal 
isolation  of  soul,  its  sense  of  being  detached  and 
denied  the  companionship  of  its  kind.    He  looked 
old  and  tired.   He,  too,  was  voyaging  towardi 
some  melancholy  autumnal  maturity,  some  sorrow- 
ful denudation  of  youth,  that  left  him  pitiful  to  her 
fanpotently  aching  heart.    He,  too,  stood  in  want  of 
some  greater  love  than  even  she  could  ever  bring 
to  him,  as  surely  as  she  still  cried  out  for  Ae  solace 
of  some  companionship,  not  doser  than  his,  but  of 
a  different  fiber.   She  had  found  herself,  of  late, 
vagi^y  hungering  for  some  influence  less  autumnal, 
less  vesper-like,  to  hold  and  wall  her  back  from 
those  grayer  hours  of  retrospection  which  crept  into 
her  life.   Yet  this  was  a  secret  she  had  kept  always 
lodced  in  her  own  hdy  of  hdies.  For  even  in  the 
fettC  of  that  indeterminate  feeling,  it  still  stabbed 
her  like  a  knife  to  think  of  any  thought  or  life  com- 
ing between  her  and  her  husband. 

She  hurried  to  him,  with  her  habitual  little 
throaty  cry,  and  caught  his  arm  in  hers.  Tte  ges- 
ttm  was  steost  a  patt^xoate  one. 

**Jim,  you're  working  too  hard  I"  she  said,  as 
they  went  cm  again,  arm  in  arm. 

He  studied  her  upturned  face.  The  pale  oval 
under  the  great  heavy  crown  of  glinting  diestnut 
seemed  paler  than  usual,  the  violet  eyes  seemed 
morediadowy.  There  clung  to  her  »  fa^lf  «ii 
unfamiliar  sense  of  in^Mty. 
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"  What  is  it?  "  he  asked,  commg  to  a  ttop. 

** Ym  worrkd  ahcmt  youf*'  she  cried.  *'  This  is 
tiie  fourth,  almost  the  fifth  month,  yott'vt  itett 
yourself  up  with  that  transmitter !  " 

"But  it's  work!"  he  answered,  unmoved. 

*'  Yes,  I  know,  but  work  without  a  holiday,  with- 

out  TtK 

**  But  thuik  what  it's  going  to  be  to  us!  All  I've 
got  to  do  now  is  to  get  my  selenium  cell  simplified 
enough  ,for  commercial  purposes!  And  another 
month  will  Ho  it!" 

"  But  eight  RKHiths  zgp  you  ^d  that! " 

**'T\mt*^  iKJthit^  teft  to  rttdc  us  wm.  Oaat  I 
get  this  cell  the  way  I  want  it,  we'll  start  matm- 
facturing,  for  all  we're  worth.  In  less  than  six 
months  we'll  be  filling  contracts  here  in  America. 
Two  months  later  we'll  be  introducing  into  seven 
difformt  cwmtrfes  &i  'Emagit  a  fully  protected  and 
patotted  transmitting  camera  as  far  ahead  of  the 
old-fashioned  photophone  as  a  Bell  tele^ione  is 
ahead  of  a  tin  speaking-tube." 

"  I  know,  Jim ;  but  you  must  be  more  careful ! 
You  must,  in  some  way,  stop  working  so  hard !  " 

**  W1k>  amid  help  it,  at  ^s  sort  of  ^tm^f**  he 
protested,  contentedly.  She  felt  that  he,  too,  had 
stumbled  upon  that  timeless  and  mysterious  paradox 
of  existence,  that  incongruous  law  which  ordains 
that  as  one  surrenders  and  relinquishes  and  gives, 
so  one  shall  live  the  richer  and  deqter. 
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**I  tdl  joOf  Frank,"  her  husband  was  saying, 
"  the  more  I  know  of  electricity  the  more  I  bow 
down  before  it,  in  wonder,  the  prouder  I  am  to  be 
mixed  up  in  its  mysteries!   Just  think  of 
it's  come  to  be,  this  Ihing  we  call  Ekctridty,  siiicc 
tin  day  prfarftive  man  first  rubbed  a  piece  of  amber 
and  beheM  the  puny  miracle  of  magnetic  attrac- 
tion 1   Why,  today  it  harnesses  tides  and  waterfalls, 
and  tames  and  orders  force,  and  leaves  power  docile 
and  patient,  swinging  nMck  and  ready  from  »  Ut 
of  metal  thread!  It  li|^itens  dties,  at  a  turn  of  the 
wrift ;  it  hnrlt  your  voice  half  way  round  the  worki, 
it  guides  sailors  and  measures  and  weighs  the  stars; 
it  threads  empires  together  with  its  humming  wires; 
it's  the  shuttle  that's  woven  all  civilization  hrto  oac 
compact  fabrici  IVs  the  %ht  erf  our  niglH-ttn^ 
and  the  dvilizer  of  our  workL   It  explodes  mines, 
and  heals  sickness.   It  creeps  as  silent  as  death 
through  a  thousand  miles  of  sea,  and  yet  it's 
the  very  tongue  cf  our  world  1   It  prints  and 
carves  and  beautifies;  it  rises  to  the  most  stiqien*. 
dotts  tasks,  and  tlieii  ft  stoofs  to  tfae  most  d^e^ 
work!" 

**  And  it  lets  me  ring  you  up,  my  beloved  own, 
and  hear  your  voice,  your  living  voice!"  Even 
beyond  her  laughter  he  could  catch  the  rapt  note 
as  she  spoke.  He  responded  to  that  note  by  catch- 
ing at  her  g^ivtd  haad,  ai^  hetsk^  hmfm  gtm' 
fully. 
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Yti»  bat  H  docs  tvtfi  laoK  ttem  tm^^ale  iiMoe 

and  turn  wheels  and  despatch  trains.  Think  what 
it's  doing  with  wireless  alone!  And  fhat  is  only  the 
beginning!  Why,  the  whole  world  is  alive  and 
athrob  with  energy,  with  stored-up  power  aching 
to  be  used—aiid  tome  day  it  win  be  dectridty  that 
will  teach  all  nature  how  to  worie  and  toQ  for  nanf 
As  yet  we  don't  even  know  what  it  is!  It's  form- 
less, to  us,  bodiless,  invisible,  imponderable!  It's 
still  unknown  —  as  unknown  as  God  i  —  and  almost 
as  mysterious!" 
"Oht'*  dierqiroved. 

"I've  sonKtimes  wondered  if  &oit  Mg**»ti{«g 

flashes  and  those  terrifying  things  that  used  to  fill 
the  temples  in  the  Eleusinian  Mysteries  didn't  sim- 
ply mean  that  those  old  priests  of  Apollo  knew  more 
about  electric  carrenti  than  we  imagine." 

**And  even  Jove's  htAts  were  only  electricity, 
weren't  they?"  she  assented.  **So  you're  right, 
in  a  way  —  their  god  and  their  power  were  electri- 
city! Perhaps  it  was  electricity  Prometheus  stole!  " 

**  No,  it's  older  than  Prometheus,  it's  older  than 
Adam,  it's  mixed  up  in  aomt  way  with  the  vtty 
origin  of  life  itself !  It's  the  most  mysterious  tiiii^ 
in  the  world  —  and  the  most  beauttftm"  he  ooih> 
eluded,  with  solemn  conviction, 
,  They  walked  on  in  silence  for  a  moment  or  two. 
A  dead  l»f  fell  and  drifted  between  them.  The 
aft  aooa  deepened  imo  twilig^ 
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" O.  Tim.  not  the  most  beautiftdl**  «M  VmA, 
thrilled  a«l  Ato  J^^f^^ 
pgMloii  of  gratitodt,  at  acute  as  it  wm  m^mniat^ 
He  looked  down  at  ber.  puzzled.         .  ^  .  , 

vantly. 

« Glad  for  what?"  , 
"For  thi»— for  yon— for  ewytWngl 
His  fMt  doiidri  a  little,  for  a  moment  with  the 
Aadow  of  the  past  &«t  eoold  and  would  not  be 

^^TtLghtwe'd  decided  to  let  thal-^Jtay 
closed?  "he  said.  There  was  a  note  of  f^ro<tf  m 

**^"l^you  know  what  /  think  is  the  most  beau- 
tiful thing  in  all  the  world.  Jun? 
•rrelevantly  as  befo^  but  holding  h«a,^^ 
more  tightly  entangled  in  htrs.     I  waasm  r» 

demption!** 
••Redemption?"  , 
«Y«— I  think  there's  nothing  ever  done,  or 
made,  or  written  of,  or  sung  of  by  poets,  more  beao- 
tiful  than  a  soul,  a  poor.  ""^P^r  hju^  -mU 

ing  into  its  own  once  morel  J^X^}  TjZ't 
ever  make  yott  fed  it  a.  I  fed  it-but  I  don 

bdieve  there's  an  adventure  or  a  movement  m  aU 
life  more  beautiful  than  the  rehabilitation  -  that  s 
the  only  word  I  can  use !  -  of  ai^n  s  ^^^^ 
vroman'sl  Thinkofit.Jiml-iriiatcanbeto*^ 
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tibs  rcslontioQ  of  MuUty  And  beauty  uid  incui> 
fa^  to  a  •nffertiig  and  tortured  life?  Health  altar 

sickness  is  lovely,  and  so  it  healing  after  disease, 
and  quietness  after  unrest,  and  peace  after  struggle. 
But  that,  Jim,  is  only  for  the  body.  It's  only  for 
tomethiny  of  a  day  or  two,  or  a  ytar  or  two. 
Whan  a  loul  is  redeemed,  it's  somcthiiy  that  Icavci 
you  face  to  face  with  —  with  Eternity! " 

Again  he  studied  her  rapt  and  mournful  eyes,  at 
sea,  wondering  to  what  new  turn  the  sacri&ial  in- 
stinct of  her  sex  was  teading  her. 

What  tea  Biadt  you  (rf  an  ti^?"  he  de- 
manded of  her,  a  little  unhappily,  a  little  afraid  of 
the  old  wounds  that  were  healing  so  slowly. 
"  Why  should  you  remind  me  of  how  hard  it  is,  a^ 
how  little  I've  been  able  to  do?  " 

She  was  s^ent  lor  several  minutes  again,  as  they 
walked  on,  ilo«%  under  the  spectral  antiann  trees, 
with  the  rustling  dead  leaves  at  their  htt  She 
found  it  hard  to  answer  him. 

**  *  The  saints  are  only  the  sinners  who  kept  on 
trying  I ' "  six  quoted  to  him,  for  the  second  time 
hi  thdrfivo.  Thai  die esme  to  a  ft^  irtojp. 

"  Oh,  Jun,  I  need  you  so  much,  now! "  she  crfcd 
out,  at  last,  pitifully,  and  still  again  he  could  not 
bridge  the  abyss  that  lay  b^een  cmc 
another. 

"Need  me?** 
xC8^  ncea  josi 
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Again  a  dtftd  kal  fluUtrad  and  drifted  between 

them. 

"  What  is  it?  "  he  asked,  more  gently. 

She  put  her  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  when  she 
spoke  her  voice  was  little  more  than  a  whisper. 

And  lie.  the  man  who  had  spotoi  of  trivial  mys- 
teries, bowed  before  that  supremest  mystery  which 
broods  and  centres  in  the  thought  of  motherhood. 

"  We'll  have  to  be  good  now  —  terribly  good !  " 
she  wailed.  And  she  tried  to  laugh  up  at  him,  with 
a  touch  of  her  okl  bravery,  in  a  fi^  tffort  to  makt 
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